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Waar AN EXPLOSIVE COLLECTION OF HOT LATINO VIDEOS! FROM THE 
SEXY STUDS OF MEXICO TO THE SUPERHUNG SUPERSTUDS OF SOUTH 
AMERICA. THIS IS THE BEST LOOK AT LATINO HUNKS ANYWHERE! FROM 
THE SIZZLING COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY OF TONY STEVENS AND JIM MOSS, 
IN THEIR SPECIAL PRIVATE SLIDE VIDEOS, TO THE PULSE-POUNDING 
LATINO STROKERS IN THE VIVA MACHO SERIES—THIS IS MEXICAN MEAT AT 
ITS HOTTEST! PLUS, DON’T FORGET THE JIM MOSS TRAVEL VIDEO, THE 
BEST WAY TO SEE WHAT THE MEN SOUTH OF THE BORDER HAVE TO 
OFFER! ALL VIDEOS ARE NEW, FACTORY-ISSUED. VIDEOS IN VHS ONLY. 


n Men of Brazil, photographer Tony Stevens stalks the town of Sao Paulo to 
capture some of the best hung Brazilian studs you've ever seen. Dozens of hot hunks 
with remarkable meat, and mostly unclipped! You'll find your pulse pounding to a 
salsa beat as photos of these horse-hung studs fill your screen for a solid hour. 


$19 


I. Men of Mexico, photographer Jim Moss has collected hundreds of his favorite 
still images of Mexican men, taken over a year he spent traveling the huge Latino 
nation. Captured in all their macho glory, this is an hour of breathtaking photography 


and men, many of whom are uncut. $4 9 


I n Viva Macho! we are transported to the live action world of the Mexico of legend. 
The hottest hunks Mexico has to offer give super-heated solo performances. From 
the tropical rain forests to the ancient temples of the Mayas, the settings are as 


stunning as the performers! $4 9 


I, Viva Macho II we are treated to more of the same, including some genuine 
farm-buddy scenes as the cameras head for the Mexican countryside. Viva Macho 


[ has an English language narration. $4 9 


I. Jim Moss’ Guide to Gay Mexico, he and artist John Shown tell you everything 
you'll need to know to enjoy a vacation in the land of machoismo! From what to 
pack and how to get there, to what to see and where to go (and where not to go!); 
with tips on taking taxis, eating in restaurants, and a complete look at the gay nightlife 
of Mexico City! There’s everything here from nude disco dancers to the Ballet 
Folklorico, with lots to see no matter what your interests! Completely narrated, this 
very spicy travel video can be enjoyed even if you ’re an armchair traveler! 


$19 


_ SKIN NEWS& VIEWS 


Dricii loves to hear from its 
readers and encourages you to 
share your feelings about your fore- 
skin (or lack of one), your fantasies, 
local news items about circum- 
cision, as well as your own experien- 
ces through the News & Views 
section. 

Our policy is to indicate only your 
first name and your state at the end 
of your letter. However, your letter 
should be signed, so that we’ll know 
it was written by a real person and 
not a lower primate who simply . 
gained access to a word processor. 
Send your letters to: Editorial 
Department, Box 97635, Las 
Vegas, NV 89193. 


BIG NEWS 

In an anti-recession move, we’ve 
decided to change Uncut's 
schedule to semi-annual, two is- 
sues a year, beginning with this 
issue. Our new publishing schedule 
will see issues dated July and 
January. Despite propaganda from 
the committee to re-elect The Bush, 
things have gotten worse in the 
economy, and publications like 
Uncut are especially hard hit. Dis- 
cretionary income, the part of your 
ee you use to buy Uncut, 

as to be redirected, by most 
people, towards more essential 
commodities. But we don’t need to 
tell you this. 

The price of the magazine will 
stay the same, and current sub- 
scribers will have their subscriptions 
completed with semi-annual issues. 

We know, we know, six months 
between issues seems like a long 
time. Read slower, more carefully, 
look at the photos again—hey, 
we're trying to put as good a face 
on this as we can! For our part, we'll 
try to make each semi-annual issue 
as memorable as possible. 


FORESKIN 101 

I’m a model, bodybuilder, Italian, 
and uncut. I’m also into foreskin 
fashion modeling, where with the 
use Of a Clip jewelry can be at- 
tached to an uncut cock. 

| answered an ad from a couple 
in a local swinger’s guide who were 
looking for a bisexual male to swing 
with. The couple was 23 and 25 


The Staff _ 


years old. We spoke for about an 
hour when we first met, during 
which time they informed me they 
had never seen an uncircumcised 
cock. | explained everything about 
foreskin, right down to the fact that 
foreskin can collect lint, just like the 
navel. 

Then | removed my clothes and 
explained everything again, except 
that they participated in the explana- 


tion. They both enjoyed my cock 
and found my foreskin both rugged 
and durable. 
| attached my diamond stud and 
they went wild. They both sucked 
my cock and balls. It had been their 
fantasy to suck off a guy together, it 
was incredible for me to watch (and 
enjoy)! 
Rick 
Florida 


Rico, photo by The Latino Fan Club 
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PUMPED SKIN, TWO 
Uncut is great. In response to the 
letter “Pumped Skin” (March 1992), 
| especially love pumped uncut cock 
because the skin is so big and fat. 
| would also like to see more 
photos of James Williams. His was 
the best example of an uncut 
pumped prick | have ever seen. I’d 
like to Know if he made any videos 
besides Turbo Charge. 
Chaz 
Alabama 
(Editor’s note: In the “News & 
Views” section of the May 1992 
issue of Uncut, you'll find our note 
about the passing of James Wil- 
liams. He also appeared in another 
Surge Studio productions, Better 


Than Ever. However, those were 
his only two appearances and a 
number of recent video releases 
that claim to feature him are nothing 
more than repackaged compilation 
videos with one of those two 
scenes.) 


THE BEST EVER 

The March 1992 issue of Uncut is 
the best | have seen in a long time. 
Diablito, featured on the cover, is 
one of the sexiest men | have ever 
seen. 

The moment | saw his boyish 
face and muscular, smooth body, | 
knew | wanted to eat his sweet ass! 
(I wish you had featured more 
photos of his ever so beautiful ass.) 

If | had been there when those 


Eduardo, photo by The Latino Fan Club 
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pictures were taken, they would 
have needed an army to keep me 
away! 
I’m an Uncut and uncut fan! 
R.K. 

New York 
(Editor's note: But what did you 
think of his foreskin?) 


SKIN EMPOWERMENT 
Thank you for a wonderful 
magazine. | am 70 years old, uncir- 
cumcised, and have always been 
pretty much ashamed of it and felt 
inferior until seeing the beautiful 
hunks in Uncut. This made me real- 
ize there is nothing wrong with me. 
The first intact adults | ever saw 
were in the shower on an ar- 
cheological dig in Israel, of all 
places. There were young fellows, 
in their 20s. That was the first time | 
felt good about my uncircumcised 
condition. 
Name and address 
withheld by request 


TASTY ASIANS 

| enjoyed Scott Barrera in the 
March 1992 issue of Uncut. Mr. Bar- 
rera has a nice piece of equipment 
and I'd like to sample it. 

Filipinos seem to have very nice 
uncut dicks and a nice attitude. | 
spent some time in The Philippines 
at Clark AFB and Subic Bay Naval 
Station. 

Let’s see some more Orientals: 
Japanese, Chinese, Indonesians, 
Vietnamese, whatever. 

Being half-Asian myself, I'd like 
to see more. Asians are so tasty. 

Scott 
California 


MOST PERFECT 

What an incredible issue! | mean 
March 1992. Diablito—stunning! 

And Rico—the most perfect foreskin 
and body I’ve ever seen! 

Please, please, please, more 
photos of Rico. And keep up the 
good work! 

Julio 
New York 


TWINS 

| am from the Pacific Northwest 
and there doesn't seem to be many 
of us uncut up here. 

| really enjoy “Show Us Your 
Skin!” Mike, in the February 1992 
issue, really turned me on. 

Seeing his skin made my cock 
shoot off twice, and | got very 
hungry. 

| also got very hot when | saw 
Chris Stone in the same issue. 
Looking at his cock and balls was 
like looking in a mirror at myself. 

There’s an old saying that 
everyone has a twin somewhere in 
the world, but | never thought that 


| 
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meant your cock and balls, too! 
Wow, is it me? 
Herbert 
Oregon 


MEXICAN MEN 

Regarding the Jim Moss portfolio, 
“Men of Mexico,” in the March 1992 
issue of Uncut: | would love to start 
with the beautiful young man on 
page 56 and lick and suck every 
cock right up to and including page 
67. Especially page 67, I’d lick him 
from head to toe. 

And | would also like to suck and 
lick the horny feet and toes of those 
guys on pages 56, 59, 60 and 62. 
Men’s feet are a great turn-on, 
please show more! 

Mexican cock is hot and spicy, 
like Mexican food, but their balljuice 
is as Sweet as honey. =H 


New York 
CLASS ACT 


I’ve just seen my first issue of 
Uncut (March 1992) and |’m left 
dazed, dizzy and somewhat 
delirious. This mag is a class act! 

Diablito—what a god, what male 
perfection! Undeniably the best 
coverman | have ever seen. This 
man has already caused me three 
orgasms. | want more of him, much 
more! 

Then, on page 7, there was a 
black and white photo of a guy 
named Rico. He is awesome! | 
wonder why there was only one 
small photo of him? | beg you to 
please show more photos of Rico 
right away! His face, his hairy chest, 
and his uncut tool are all awesome. 

Finally, let me praise you for 
showing the full model. Most mags 
focus solely on the torso and cock, 
as if that was all there was. My 
greatest turn-on is an uncut cock at- 
tached to strong, masculine thighs 
and calves, Since | am a leg man, | 
am turned on beyond mercy as | 
look through this magazine and see 
photos showing almost all of these 
men, not just the face and cock, but 
thighs and legs and. ankles! 

Because of this, a friend down 
the hall and | are both sending in 
our subscriptions today. 4 

B.H. 


New York : 


(Editor's note: Gee, B.H., praise us 
all you like! Letters like yours make 
our editorial dicks hard. You'll find 
Rico on the cover and featured in 
the issue before the first one you 
saw, January 1992. And in big, 
color photos! If you can’t find it local- 
ly, you can always get a back issue 
through Jiffy Fulfillment. You'll find 
their advertisement elsewhere in 
this issue.) 


REDUX 

Here are the models I'd like to 
see again: Sal Ortega (September 
1988), Billy Dixon (Same issue), 
with less emphasis on the torso and 
more on the you-know, and last, but 
by no means least, Akeen (January 


1987) with a little more stimulation... 


And if you don’t know what | 
mean by stimulation, look at the 
black and white sequence on page 
5 of the July 1988 issue. Perhaps 
you can seduce Bill W. from 
Canada to favor us with a sequence 
in color from drooping to dripping. 

As a parting query, I’d sure like to 
know how L.E. Ward determined 
that Liberace and Harry Truman 
had foreskins. 


In the case of the former, it just 
shows that you can’t believe what 
you read in newspapers and in the 
case of the latter, one could say 
that often politicians are truthful. 

Sandy 
Canada 


CANADIAN DOCS 
NIX FEMALE CIRCS 

In aclipping from a Canadian 
newspaper comes the revelation 
that “the College of Physicians and 
Surgeons of Ontario, Canada, has 
banned members from performing 
female circumcision following an up- 
surge in demand for the operation 
by African immigrants.” Ironically, 
the same ban is not in effect for 


T-Jay, photo by The Latino Fan Club 
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male circumcisions in Canada. 

After months of investigation, the 
CPSO, which is the licensing body 
for Ontario, Canada, much like the 
U.S. American Medical Association, 
drafted a policy that says Ontario 
doctors should not perform female 
circumcisions. 

“| haven't seen anything that 
would lead me to infer that this is a 
practice that should be done,” says 
Roy Beckett, associate registrar for 
the CPSO. “Most people would con- 
sider this to be a mutilation type of 
procedure.” 

Beckett drafted the one-page 
policy statement for the CPS 
which represents about 25, 000 doc- 
tors. 

The practice, which can involve 
cutting off a young girl’s external 
genital parts, including the clitoris, 
occurs mostly in Africa. In some 
countries, it includes stitching 
closed the vulva until marriage, leav- 
ing a small opening for urination 
and menstrual flow. These prac- 
tices, which stem wholly from the 
concept of women as chattel, occur 
in parts of at least 25 African 
countries, and in parts of Asia and 
the Middle East, according to the 
World Health Organization. The 
WHO has been working to eradi- 
cate female circumcision for over a 
decade, and says the practice af- 
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fects at least 80 million women. 

Various health risks have been 
linked to female circumcision, includ- 
ing immediate serious bleeding, 
recurring infections, pain during in- 
tercourse, hemorrhaging during 
childbirth, and infertility. 

Charles Kyazze, head of the 
African Resource Center in Ottawa, 
Canada, says he believes the prac- 
tice is bring done by members of 
the African community in Canada 
and that some families are sending 
their girl children back to Africa to 
have the circumcision performed. 
There have been no reported cases 
of female circumcision performed 
by Canadian doctors, although Ot- 
tawa doctors have reported being 
contacted by African emigres. 

VOICE (Victims of Infant Circum- 
cision Enounce), a Canadian rights 
organization while trying to stop 
routine circumcision on male infants 
in Canada, sees a double standard 
in how concern over female circum- 
cision has prompted widespread 
debate among Canadian medical or- 
ganizations and routine neonatal cir- 
cumcisions have not been granted 
the same status. 

A member of the Canadian Jus- 
tice Department has even stated 
that the Criminal Code of Canada 
would apply to cases of female cir- 
cumcision. “A child can not consent 
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to be mutilated and a parent can not 
provide consent for a child to be 
mutilated. It (female circumcision) 
would be seen by the Canadian 
courts as an assault causing bodily 
harm or an aggravated assault in- 
volving the wounding, maiming, or 
disfiguring of the child.” 

VOICE wants the same stand- 
ards applied to neonatal circum- 
cision and urges Canadian readers 
to write a letter of protect to: The 
President, College of Physicians 
and Surgeons, 80 College St., 
Toronto, Ontario, M5G 2E2. 
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Divito towards the center of Brus- 
sels | nearly ended my career as a 
cocksman four times. Four times | 
was so taken with stripped-to-the- 
waist workmen laboring on the rash 
of construction around Belgium's 
Capital—maybe even Europe’s in 
the not-too-distant future—that my 
rubbernecking segued into near 
fender-bender incidents. What was 
fascinating was that foreigners from 
Turkey, Spain, Italy, India and Al- 
geria labored alongside Belgian con- 
struction workers, creating a 
mouth-watering panorama of sweat- 
soaked skin colors. Slim and hunky, 
burly and hunky, whipcord muscles 
and pumped and beefy muscles, 
silken hairless bodies and teddy 
bears; maybe my brain had been 
fried by the unusually hot summer 
day but they all looked model-per- 
fect and ripe for a fuck. 

My shorts were sticky with cum 
by the time | found a parking place 
near the Grand Place in the center 
of town. 

| was supposed to meet a friend 
for an early supper of eels in green 
garlic sauce and endive salad. | idly 
crisscrossed the Grand Place, not 
especially unhappy because there 


are worse places to be stood up 
than in one of the leading medieval 
squares in Europe. The Gothic flam- 
boyance of the 15th century City 
Hall and the adjacent Guild Houses 
held my interest for more than an 


hour while | gave my date time to ar- 


rive, 
He never did, so | finally decided 
to eat on my own. But the hot night 


What was fascinating 
was that foreigners 
labored alongside 
Belgian construction 
workers, creating a 
mouth-watering 


panorama... 
SS 


made all the indoor restaurants un- 
thinkable because there would be 
no air-conditioning, and the outdoor 
cafes were crammed with tourists. 
So | decided to settle for some pom- 
mes frites and a beer from a street 
vendor and enjoy a meal in a near- 
by park. 


308 varieties of beer are brewed 
in Belgium; the street vendor’s 
wagon Carried 23! The pommes 
frites are better known to you as 
french fries. But this is like saying a 
Rolls Royce is an automobile. 
These are the ultimate in french 
fries. They are crispy and fragrant 
like you have never known. Forget 
frozen Idaho potatoes—these 
french fries are deluxe, freshly 
made, and served with home-made 
mayonnaise. 

| arrayed myself on a park bench 
and tucked into my beer and 
pommes frites. After the first few 
blissful mouthfuls | took a swallow 
of beer and let my eyes rove around 
me. Across the pathway a white- 
blond Apollo was also enjoying his 
french fries. | watched as he pulled 
a long, thick french fry through the 
little trough of mayonnaise. Then he 
would put his head back and slowly 
nibble down the length of the potato 
stick. There was such an incredible 
degree of sensual enjoyment being 
generated that | found myself uncon- 
sciously mimicking the action. 

As | swallowed the creamy-slick 
french fry | was aware of a bulge 
tenting-out the front of my dress 

ants. 

The blond noticed. 
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He smiled, then popped another 
fry into his mouth. This time he 
pushed it in all the way and then 
slowly removed the fry. His lips 
were rimmed with mayonnaise. 
Then he sucked the fry back into his 
mouth. 

Yum, yum. My attention was now 
riveted on this very appetizing 
young tease. | noted the broad 
shoulders under the soiled tank top, 
and the tasty-looking basket of his 
ultra-brief workman’s shorts. 

And—ohmygod, was that really a 
couple of inches of blond-haired 
scrotal sac visible in the gap be- 
tween his left thigh and the fabric of 
his shorts? 

As | took a swift pull on my beer 
to calm myself, the grimy young god 
rose and shambled toward me. He 
had obviously had a hard day, and 
his steel-toed shoes just dragged at 
the end of long well-muscled legs. 

“My name is Per.” 

He spoke in English, with just a 
hint of a Scandinavian accent. He 
was a Norwegian student spending 
his summer working in Brussels. 

As we chatted we were both 
sizing each other up. Evidently | 
passed inspection. 

“| have a small apartment not far 
from here. | would like to have sex 
with you if you are free of disease.” 

Vikings are just the soul of 
romance! 

“I’m clean and practice safe sex.” 
| replied, matching his no-nonsense 
crispness. 

We strolled off, unhurriedly, 
chomping on our remaining french 
fries. When we reached the door of 
an old six-story merchant house | 
looked around for a litter bin. Find- 
ing none | was forced to clutch the 
remains of meal in my hand as | 
labored up a narrow winding stair- 
case to Per’s attic apartment. 

A single bed was the largest 
piece of furniture in the room. Off to 
one side was a hand-held shower 
arrangement, separated from the 
room by a plastic curtain. A tiny 
open window was the only source 
of light and air. 

It was hot, hot, hot. 

We both began removing our 
clothes. 

| was immediately intrigued by 
the bikini tan lines that slashed 
across Per’s belly and upper thighs. 
His skin and cock were milky white 
and his cock hair was almost the 
same color. Only the pinkish tip of 
his cockhead squirreling through 
folds of foreskin had any color. 

“Do you wish me to shower 
first?” Per inquired politely. 

“No, as a matter of fact, a sweaty 
guy is something of a turn-on for 
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me.” 

“Turn-on” he mused, Clearly filing 
that colloquialism for future use. 

He turned and threw himself 
backwards on the bed and gestured 
for me to join him. 

| briefly savored the heavy, al- 
most-hard cock that waved lazily up 
at me. Before | could join him on the 
bed, however, his eyes strayed to a 
ie refrigerator tucked against a 
wall. 


Was that really 
a couple of inches 
of blond-haired 
scrotal sac visible 
in the gap between 
his left thigh and 
the fabric of his shorts? 


“There is some fresh mayon- 
naise in the refrigerator. | am very 
fond of mayonnaise. Bring it to me.” 

| found a tub of unopened mayon- 
naise. There were five more neatly 
stacked in one corner of the 
refrigerator. | prudently dug some 
condoms out of the pants | had 
dumped on the floor. Something 
told me, despite his enquiry about 
my health, that Per lived and fucked 
on the wild side... 

Sure enough, no sooner had | 
handed him the mayonnaise than 
he was spreading the stuff all over 
his cock. His pubic hair turned dark 
as the oily substance damped it 


down. 

“Ah, don’t they put raw eggs in 
mayonnaise? |’m a little nervous 
about this, Per. It’s so damn hot in 
here.” 

“There is no danger if you lick it 
off quickly. And we will gargle with 
aquavit afterwards.” 

| figured he was probably right. 
Besides, that huge, stiff pole of his 
with its pucker of foreskin looked 
very tempting. Cock with mayo? 
Hell, I'll try anything once. 

| settled down over Per in a sixty- 


_ nine position, feeling his mouth 


begin to move appreciatively over 
my ass. As | tentatively licked at his 
vein-popped cock | suddenly felt my 
asshole being slathered with mayon- 
naise, and then a wicked tongue 
began to tease and prod and lick 
with skillful seductiveness. 

It was different. The oily coating 
made my lips skim easily over Per's 
cock. The vinegary taste was a little 
too overwhelming after a while. I’d 


done this years ago with chocolate 
and honey but it’s easier to work on 
a sweet cock than a savory one. | 
sneaked in a couple of swift hand 
jerks to help smear off the mayon- 
naise. Then | settled down to enjoy 
the great white whale of a cock. 

| stretched his foreskin back over 
his shaft and fixed it in position by 
holding my fingers around the base. 
Now | could see the great swoopin 
curve of his cockhead—a deep an 
glistening scarlet color. | let my 
tongue travel along the rim and then 
pluck gently at the fragile gossamer 
tissue of the frenum. Per moved 
ecstatically beneath me, and | felt 
his tongue attempt to stab through 
the sphincter up into my ass. 

As we moved against each other 
| felt the sweat cascading off my 
body onto his, and my belly and his 
chest would splat together and then 
pull away with a wet, sucking, 
sound. 

| raised myself and positioned my 
cock over Per’s face and let my 
cock lance into his waiting mouth. 

He seemed to take me in all the 
way. His teeth grated against my 
thick cock veins with just the pres- 
sure | liked, the sharpness of his 
teeth a controlled peril that added to 
my excitement. 

| could feel Per was ready to 
come, and | didn’t want him to come 
in my mouth. So | repositioned 
again, reversing to straddle Per’s 
upper thighs so that | could mastur- 
bate both of us together. 

He liked what he saw and what | 
did. His mouth opened and gaped 
like a caught fish as he began a con- 
tinuous moan of pleasure. His bril- 
liant red cock head would vanish 
into the folds of foreskin then ex- 
tot into view as | pushed the skin 

ack down over his shaft. | took my 
left hand away from jerking my own 
meat and pressed the two cocks 
together. Per liked that so much 
that within seconds his jism was 
spurting up and over the bunched 
cocks, adding more lubrication to 
milk the last drop from the huge 
Viking penis. 

| pulled away and forced his legs 
back over his chest, determined to 
finish off inside his white bikini-tar- 
geted ass. | quickly unrolled a con- 
dom over my stiff cock. | thought | 
was fast, but Per was faster. He 
slapped a gob of mayonnaise over 
his asshole. My prick followed 
through and pushed it ahead as | 
reamed up his ass. 

| ploughed away, just letting 
wave after wave of flesh tingling 
sensation wash over me. 

Per was a dream fuck. Tight, 
slick, and he liked it hard. Sweat 


stung my eyes as | slammed my 
prick again and again into the close 
embrace of his love tunnel. 

When | came | felt the tip of the 
condom balloon up inside him, my 
jism bubbling out to pool heavily in 
its latex prison. | shuddered and 
trembled, mirroring the ecstatic jerk- 
ing of his body, and then | withdrew 
slowly. 

| peeled the condom off my cock 
and tossed it to one side. 

“Hey Per, feel like a massage to 
soothe away all that orgasmic ten- 
sion?” 

He looked at me blankly for a mo- 
ment, while he struggled to trans- 
late my offer. Then he smiled, “Of 
course.” 

With a wicked grin | picked up the 
mayonnaise and began to spread it 
lovingly over his hard and well- 
defined body. | laid on a thick layer 
over his chest, belly, and thighs. 
Then | began to knead and pummel 
his body into total relaxation, 
moving my hands in great swooping 
motions all over. 

Per stretched languorously and 
sensuously, purring appreciatively 
as | touch-fucked all over his skin. 
His hips ground around in the bed 
and his cock began to rebuild itself 
back into a hard, fiery-tipped 
monster. But then his exhaustion 
from the day’s labor seemed to over- 
eee him and he abruptly fell as- 
leep. 

| debated for a moment, then 
gently shook him awake. 

“Thank you, that was rude of me. 
Why don’t we shower and freshen 
up,” he said. 

We got up. Per found some coins 
and dropped then into a kind of 
meter. Then we went into the tiny 
shower area. Per had grabbed a 
bottle of aquavit. He took a slug and 
swished it around in his mouth and 
spat it out. Then he splashed it over 
his cock and up into his ass. | fol- 
lowed suit, nearly gagging as my 
mouth filled with the raw liquor. 

The tender tissues of my cock 
and ass quivered with alarm as | 
splashed on the aquavit. But | felt a 
little better after completing this 
primitive hygiene ritual. 

We took turns wetting and soap- 
ing each other down with the hand- 
held shower, which proved to be 
ideal for colon cleansing since the 
pressure was very low. We were 
both nicely covered with soapy 
foam when Per grabbed me and 
pulled me against him. Our slick 
bodies clung together and | felt my 
cock harden. With one hand | 
moved his cock and my own into 
position between our bellies. Then 
we began to move against each 


other, feeling those hot and hard 
manhood rods squirm and jerk as 
we welded our bellies together. Per 
bent forward and roughly stuffed his 
tongue into my mouth. | felt its hot, 
raw power—uwith the lingering taste 
of aquavit—muscle deep into my 
throat. 

The power of release gathered in- 
side me, and | felt myself racing 
toward that incredible moment of ful- 


With a wicked grin 
| picked up 
the mayonnaise 
and began to 
spread it lovingly 
over his hard 
and well-defined 
body... 


fillment. 

Then | yelped, dropping the 
shower hose | was holding in my 
left hand. 

Per leapt backwards, tearing the 
plastic curtain from its hooks. 

The warm water had turned icy 
cold. Paralyzingly cold. Or so it 
seemed to our stunned bodies. 

“| did not put enough coins in the 
meter,” Per apologized. 

| just laughed. The panic had 
lasted just a moment, and now the 
suffocating heat was washing back 
over our bodies. 

“Let's not forget where we 
were...” 

We knelt on the bed, facing man 
to man. Grasping each other’s cock, 
we began to slowly and deliberately 
jerk off. It gave me a chance to real- 
ly study the luxurious abundance of 
Per’s foreskin, to feel its papery thin- 
ness and warmth between my 
fingers. 

For a time we docked together, 
with Per’s extra mantle of intact 
manhood easily embracing my own 
cockhead. | wanted those moments 
to last, and tried to fix the feeling in 
my memory. To have your cock 
embraced in the glory of another’s 
uncut masculinity is something you 
want to remember forever. 

But then we pulled apart and 
began to play some furious music, 
each now using his own hand on 
himself. Sometimes there’s no bet- 
ter pleasure than the old familiar 
tricks and teasing you’ve worked 
out with yourself after years of solo 
masturbation sessions. | felt myself 


spiral away into a fog of “feelgood.” 
But | let my eyes feast on Per as he 
savagely flogged his huge equip- 
ment, his face strained and red with 
the energy he was pouring into his 
own pleasure. 

We came explosively. His cum 
hurtled across the space between 
us to splat strings of white across 
my belly. | delivered gobs of love 
cream that fountained in the space 
between our bellies. Drained, Per 
put a hand on my shoulder to sup- 
port himself. 

“That was So good, so very 
good.” 

| dressed in my sweat-damp 
clothes and prepared to leave Per 
to get some sleep. We could have 
spent a sticky but exciting night 
together on that single bed, but | 
had other business to take care of. 

“Do me a favor, Per. Do some- 
thing to remind me of this night in 
Brussels.” 

: He looked puzzled. “Anything, 
ut ” 


“You know the mannequin pis,” | 
said, referring to the statue of the 
peeing boy that is the symbol of 

russels. 

Per’s puzzlement vanished. He 
walked over to his bed and pulled a 
chamber pot out from underneath. 
He held it beneath his heavy, slight- 
ly-stirring cock. 

“Is this what you mean, my 
friend?” At first his stream of hot 
piss sputtered out crookedly, its pas- 
sage slightly blocked by the protect- 
ing folds of foreskin that covered 
the piss slit. But then it flowed 
straight and true as the cock head 
slowly glided through the protective 
drapery. 

| waved my thanks and turned 
and headed down the steep stairs, 
the powerful drumming of the piss 
into the pot ringing in my ears. A 


UNCUT FAX? 

UNCUT is planning a special look at 
erotic fax art in an upcoming issue. 
Do you have a favorite piece of 
faxerotica? Fax it to us! No 
copyrighted material, please! 
Fax 1-702-386-2122 


CONDOM 


CARE 


Always Carry one or more with you 
(but not in your wallet). Always use 
water-based lubricants. Always hold 
the dg as you unroll the condom 
(this leaves a space for semen). 
Always use a condom. 
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Welcome to the 90s with our latest celebration of men and their foreskins . . . take a trip on the wild side with six guys who still have that mo: 
size! He’s a mechanic, and in the video 


intended! Our first man, areal winner, isJ.T., a 25-year-old Californian, only 5'4” but loaded down with more heavy equipment than most men, any 
you'll see him all motor-oiled up from work and the black motor oil smears with the baby oil to create an exciting look of working-class grime He's a mean wrestler and a hunter. Jim 
is in photo sets 153-A and B, both of which really show up that great foreskin and everything packed inside, as well as his tough and ready body. Luis isa New York Puerto Rican, only 
21, and 150# at 59". A former boxer, he wants to model and is well on his way to success here in Hollywood. Although he likes all sports, sex is his favorite and he's an enormously 
qualified expert at that! Luis isin three great photo sets, with 153-C and D super hard nudes, and 153-E taken working out and in boxing gloves, all with much foreskin to tantalize. A 
solo audio cassette of Luis, C-153-1, is hot stuff since this Latin lover loves to fuck, and his passion and accent will start you vibrating to his tune! You may recognize Cameron Kelly from 
his many adult film roles. Besides being a stud at 5°10” and 175#, his cock has never let a producer down! He's also a karate champ who knows how to play his own body to the max. 


© 


Mario is a slim Mexican, age 25, andalean5'9" There are no photos, and the video is a bit odd as we 


seemed to have trouble communicating . . . you be the judge as to what makes Mario tick. Dale is 24, 6’ and a lean 150#. He's boxed, beena speed skater and works as an apartment 
manager. How would you like him to come up and fix your plumbing? His is a body which makes out with the camera, graceful and desirable, the camera coaxing the model to be more 

— than the eye first suspects or envisions Dale is in photo set 153-H. Back for a return 7 
encounter is Zam, previously seen in VT-62 (Uncut #4) and Mad Men, Bad Men 
(VT-123), as well as Wrestling #32 (VT-102). He is also in earlier photos 62-A, Band 
C, and cassette C-62-1, a tough and mean tear-’em-up, stallion of a man! From West 
Virginia, he is in superb muscular shape here at about 170# ona 5'9" frame. His body 
is strong as steel and hard as concrete, and this session is probably his very best as he 
almost reaches through your TV screen to grab you and party! His new audio, C-153-2, 
is tough talking come-in-the-face verbal domination, (although it is only one side with 
another good trip by someone else on side 2). Three new photo sets are not to be missed, 
both scorching and scary from a stud to remember! VT-153 is two hours long, color and 
sound video, with talking, flexing, posing and J/0 for $59 plus $3 postage. 


Cameron is in photo sets 153-F and G, hard and uncut, ready to spring into action! 


HOW TO ORDER: 


IF YOU DO NOT HAVE AN ORDER FORM, USE A PLAIN PIECE OF PAPER. 
FOR VIDEO TAPES LIST THE NUMBER, SPECIFY WHETHER YOU WISH VHS OR BETA, 
AND ENCLOSE $59 PLUS $3 POSTAGE FOR EACH TAPE. 

FOR OTHER ITEMS, ENCLOSE THE COST 
(AUDIO CASSETTES $9; PHOTO SETS $7), 

PLUS 60¢ POSTAGE PER ITEM. CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS ADD 6%% SALES TAX. 
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- MAKING A FRIEND 
N BEDROOM C 


BY DORIAN PIERCE 


4 was dozing in my coach seat 
when the conductor woke me 
around 9 a.m. | looked across the 
aisle and felt a twinge of disappoint- 
ment that Bill was gone. Since his 
personal things were gone from the 
overhead rack | figured the train 
must have stopped while | was as- 
leep. It didn’t surprise me that | had 
slept so soundly considering what 
had happened during those wild pre- 
dawn hours after | moved across 
the aisle to sit with Bill. 

“Going all the way into 
Chicago?” Bill had asked from 
across the aisle just a few minutes 
after he boarded the train around 
midnight. 

“I’m not stopping in Chicago, I’m 
going on through to Minneapolis,” | 
responded to his friendly smile. My 
dick puffed up in response to Bill’s 
sexy body too. He was built like a 
gymnast, with his big curving pecs 
more than filling the front of his 
white shirt before tapering down to 
a narrow waist. The muscles in his 
thighs bulged and strained against 
the seams of his dark suit pants, 
and his butt swelled out into two 
well-separated round asscheeks. | 
took advantage of the opportunity to 
examine them more closely when 


he turned his back toward me to lift 
his coat and briefcase up onto the 
overhead rack. He appeared to be 
about five years older than me, 
maybe twenty-five or twenty-six, 

and his dark hair curled forward 
onto his forehead in perfect little 
ringlets. | was sure if you looked up 
“handsome” or “gorgeous” in the 
dictionary, his picture would definite- 


| had worked 
very hard 
doing all kinds 
of exercise 
to build my body 
into the well-muscled 


shape it was in... 
(SS a ae 


ly be there! He was probably listed 
under “big-dicked” too judging from 
the bulge in his crotch! 

| was surprised he even noticed 
me. Even with all the lights off ex- 
cept a few dim night lights, | knew 
he could see well enough to know 
what | looked like. It always seemed 


as if | was nearly invisible to most 
guys, especially good looking ones. 
| knew | wasn’t handsome. The best 
anyone would ever say about me 
was that | was reasonably attrac- 
tive. | called myself homely. My car- 
rot red hair with matching freckles 
often seemed to be a turn-off too. In 
an effort to offset my irregular fea- 
tures, | had worked very hard doing 
all kinds of exercise to build my 
body into the well-muscled shape it 
was in. | was only five foot, seven in- 
ches and despite my muscular 
body, it seemed that most guys just 
weren't interested in getting it on 
with me. It was the reason | was 
transferring to a university in Min- 
nesota, hoping the change of loca- 
tion would help me find someone 
for the close relationship | wanted. 
Of course, a few guys had sucked 
my cock a little, but it wasn’t any- 
thing permanent. Never anything 
more than a quickie in the rest 
room, or in the shower room, or in 
the stacks of the college library. 

Bill kept on talking after he sat 
down across from me in the seat 
nearest the aisle. He kept glancing 
over at my crotch. No matter how | 
adjusted my position, | couldn’t 
keep him from seeing that my rock- 
hard dick was tenting out the front 
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of my pants. 

“What's your name?” he asked 
with a affable grin. | figured he 
probably got a lot of cocks pointed 
at him considering how great look- 
ing he was. 

“Luke,” | answered, my voice 
cracking a little despite my effort to 
keep it Sounding calm and even. 

“Well; Luke,” Bill said, “Why 
don’t you move over here next to 
me so we can get to know each 
other better.” 

“Uhh, okay,” | said as | nervously 
glanced up and down the aisle. My 
immediate attraction to this hand- 
some hunk had me hoping he 
wanted to do more than just talk. 
There were two other passengers 
sitting way in the back of the car 
and they both appeared to be 
sound asleep, so we were pretty 
well isolated. | stood up and sort of 
backed across the dimly lighted 
aisle, hoping to hide my protruding 
dick from his view. Out of the corner 
of my eye | saw him stand up and | 
figured he was going to let me ease 
past him into the seat next to the 
window. 

Before | knew what was happen- 
ing, Bill’s left hand wrapped around 
and cupped over one of my curving 
pecs while his right clamped over 
the head of my hard dick. “Better 
yet, Luke,” he whispered in my ear 
as he pulled me firmly back against 
him, “let’s sit together in the same 
seat for a little while. | eee like red- 
heads with firm asses and hard 
dicks!” His fingers encircled my 
rigid dick right through the tent it 
was making in my pants and he sat 
down, pulling me with him onto his 
lap. | could feel the heat of his big 
thighs against my buttocks while he 
pinched a nipple with one hand and 
slowly stroked up and down on my 
hard cock with the other. | sank 
helplessly into his arms and lay my 
head back onto his shoulder, my 
dazed mind unable to believe this 
lucky break. In less than ten 
minutes, he had me sprawled out in 
the seat next to the window with my 
pants down around my ankles and 
my shirt wadded under my armpits. 

Bill kneeled in the floor between 
my bare legs and pulled me toward 
him. The tip of his ten-inch uncut 
cock nudged under my balls and | 
panicked that he was about to plug 
my spasming asshole with it! 

“Oh, Bill! Stop,” | protested quick- 
ly. “That thing is too big for me. I've 
never had a dick in there before!” 

“| figured you had a virgin ass, 
baby. We'll talk about that later,” Bill 
grinned as his dick poked against 
my belly button. Looking down, | 
could see little drops of pre-cum 
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oozing out of the wrinkled circle of 
flesh surrounding his cockhead. His 
foreskin seemed to lay in folded 
rings and | watched excitedly while 
Bill pulled my hard dick down 
against his fleshy cock. Using both 
of his hands, he placed our dicks 
head to head and stretched his 
foreskin up over the end of my dick 
in one smooth movement! Almost 
half of my cock seemed to disap- 
pear instantly, swallowed up inside 


My immediate 
attraction to this 
handsome hunk 

had me hoping 
he wanted to do 

more than 
just talk... 


his fleshy cylinder. He wrapped his 
fingers snugly around our con- 
nected rods and massaged slowly 
back and forth. | could feel his 
oozing juice coating my cockhead 
along with several inches of my 
shaft and | was overwhelmed by the 
wildest sensations | had ever ex- 
perienced. 

| lost all track of time, but I’m 
sure he played between my spread- 
open thighs in the darkness for a 
couple of hours while the train 
wheels clicked and clacked over 
crossing after crossing. When | final- 
ly moved back across the aisle to 
my own seat and fell asleep, | had 
been kissed, jacked off inside his 
foreskin, and thoroughly fingerfuck- 
ed by my handsome new friend. 
The only reason Bill stopped when 
he did was because two pas- 
sengers boarded the train and sat 
down directly in front of us. We 
heard them coming down the aisle 
and got our pants back up justin 
time. Otherwise, they would have 
been startled to see my bare ass 
riding Bill’s fingers and my tall-stand- 
ing cock buried between his tightly 
pursed lips... 

The next morning, in the bright 
daylight, with the sun streaming 
through the windows, it took me a 
while to focus my eyes on the note 
the conductor had handed me. It 
was from Bill. | was delighted to 
read that he had not gotten off the 
train after all. He was now in 
Bedroom C, in the car just ahead of 
our coach, waiting for me to join him 
“if | wanted to do it.” Bill sure had a 
way with words! 


Without hesitation, | gathered up 
my jacket and hurried forward in the 
swaying train. My cock began to 
swell in anticipation of being sucked 
into Bill’s mouth again, and my ass- 
hole spasmed at the thought of his 
finger toying in there some more, 
getting it all tingly and quivery like 
before. 

| knocked softly on the door to 
Bedroom C and waited. No answer. 
Perhaps he was asleep. Maybe he 
wasn’t in there. | knocked again, a 
little louder this time. | gave a sigh 
of relief when the door opened just 
a crack and Bill peeked out. 

“| thought you...uhhh...ohhhhh!” 
My words trailed off in surprise 
when Bill reached out and curled 
his fingers into the waistband of my 
jeans, yanking me quickly into the 
compartment. He slammed the door 
and pressed me back against it. 
The thought flashed through my 
mind that this was definitely not the 
first fly he had unbuttoned as his 
hand popped the buttons easily with 
swift flicks of his wrist, and then 
dived inside to grasp my rapidly 
rising cock. My jeans were down to 
my knees in seconds while Bill’s 
hand worked smoothly on my shaft 
all the way from the thick base to 
the knobby head and back again. | 
moaned softly as | opened my 
thighs wide and thrust my hips for- 
ward, giving Bill’s massaging 
fingers full access to my swollen 
dick and tightly drawn-up balls. 

It was several minutes before | 
was able to finish the sentence | 
started outside the door. “I thought 
you got off the train,” | finally 
managed to sigh while Bill’s hand 
continued its good work. “I was 
afraid I’d never see you again.” 

“No, baby,” Bill whispered as he 
nibbled on my earlobe, “We needed 
this bedroom compartment so | 
could persuade you to finish what 
we started back there in the dark.” 
Bill’s hands were tugging at my 
clothes while he talked, pushing my 
jeans down around my ankles, help- 
ing me to step out of them, and pull- 
ing my shirt off over my head. | 
pushed my big pec firmly into his 
hand when he pinched my taut nip- 
ple between his thumb and 
forefinger. | anxiously humped my 
dick back and forth in his active 
hand. 

“Play with my cock, too, Luke,” 
Bill ordered as he guided my hand 
against his crotch. For the first time 
| realized that Bill had been waiting 
for me totally naked! “Play with it, 
baby! Get it really stiff so | can slide 
it up in your virgin ass where my 
finger is going RIGHT NOW!” As he 
spoke his hand eased between my 


column of hot flesh kept ramming 
deep into my steamy ass. Bill’s well- 
muscled thighs wrapped around my 
legs, his heels separating my 
ankles and spreading my thighs 
wide open as he got more and more 
carried away with the heat of his 
powerful screwing. Bill’s strong 
hands moved back and forth be- 
tween my flapping cock and my 
pointy nipples, alternately pinching 
and rolling my tits, massaging and 
fisting my rigid dick. 

“OHH! OHHHHH! AHH! 
AAAAAH!” Bill groaned softly, 
“How’s it feel, baby? How’s It feel to 
get screwed so hot and deep? 
Aaaaah, that’s it! Wiggle that sweet 
butt of yours! Look at you pushing 
your ass back for more dick! It’s all 
yours, baby! Your ass is really work- 
ing on my dick! You're laying here 
getting Screwed in that virgin ass 
and loving every minute of it!” 

Bill was absolutely right! My own 
moans got louder and | started pant- 
ing, “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fucckkk 
mmeee!” My hysterical gibberish in- 
termingled with Bill's wild groans of 
pleasure as the tempo of his thrusts 
increased and escalated. In addition 
to the in-and-out motion, Bill was 
now rotating his humping pelvis in a 
circular movement, stirring my in- 
sides with increasingly wild sensa- 
tions. 

Before too long, Bill's poundin 
hips had scooted us forward on the 
mattress until | was pressed flat up 
against the wall. Bill rolled onto his 
back, pulling me with him until | was 
lying on top of his humping body. 
Bill's arms were now clasped 
around my chest, his hands filled 
with my sloping pecs, and his mus- 
cular legs still keeping my thighs 
spread wide open. In this position, 
Bill bounced me furiously, forcing 
me to ride up and down on his ram- 
pant dick. | slid down the long, slick 
rod until my butt was resting on 
Bill’s pubic hairs, only to shoot up- 
wards again to the knobby head of 
his hard shaft, followed by another 
downward slide, over and over and 
over. Flexing his hips under me, 
grunting loudly with the savageness 
of the fucking, Bill never missed a 
stroke. | rode up and down on his 
thick hard cock, happily accepting 
each deep lunge and slide while | 
repeatedly pleaded for more. “Oh, 
Bill, | love it! Fuck me more! Fuck 
me more!” 

All the way into Minneapolis, 
while the train rumbled through the 
sunny countryside, rocking and 
swaying, Bill rocked and swayed his 
muscular buttocks as he pistoned 
his hard cock in and out of my 
needy fuckhole in positions | could 
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have never imagined. | was moan- 
ing constantly now as | got fucked 
hot and deep by the ten inches of 
thick loverod that he repeatedly 
plugged all the way to the hilt up my 
steamy ass. 

| wanted nothing more than those 
wonderful insertions of cock, my 
mind functioned only for the next 
deep thrust of hard dick up my ass. 
My hips and buttocks rotated and 
squirmed with the hot poking as Bill 


Bill’s well-muscled 
thighs wrapped 
around my legs, 

his heels separating 
my ankles and 
spreading my thighs 
wide open 
as he got 
more and more 
carried away... 


fucked me rapidly, his hips in a sort 
of overdrive, sliding and pushing his 
dick in and out of the tight, slick 
hole between my buttocks. 

“Ohhh, Bill,” | moaned, “I’m 
going to cum again! I’m going to 
cum!” 

Just as he had done several 
times before, Bill slowed down his 
thrusting, allowing my cum to settle 
back a little, not permitting me to 
shoot again just yet. “Not now, 
baby,” Bill gasped, “We've got a lot 
of good fucking to do yet!” 

it was nearly noon when he rolled 
me over and pulled me up onto my 
knees. With one of my big, plump 
buttocks tightly gripped in each of 
his hands, his cockhead pressed 
against my quivering opening. With 
one steady shove Bill’s hard cock 
disappeared all the way to his balls 
into my quivering ass. Bill’s grip on 
my big butt held me firmly in place 
with my face buried in the wrinkled 
bedclothes. 

“Ohhh, Bill,” | gasped, my voice 
muffled by the twisted sheets, “It 
goes in really deep this way!” 

He relentlessly power-fucked my 
ass toward another mind-blowing or- 
gasm. Shoving his long cock deep, 
Bill’s spurting cock filled my ass full 
of another load of hot jism, injecting 
me again with spurts of his creamy- 
white, deep in my ass where the 
cumming was extra good. | waved 
my cock-filled ass around in the air 


while | unloaded all over the mat- 
tress under me. 

We both could tell by the sound 
of the clacking wheels that the train 
was slowing down, entering the ter- 
minal. Just when | figured the party 
was over, Bill wrapped my legs 
around his hips and proceeded to 
fuck me just as furiously as before. 
“Ohhh, Luke,” Bill whispered softly, 
“we've got another fifteen minutes! 
Let me fuck you again! Harder! 
Deeper! Ohhh, baby, this super-hot, 
college-educated ass of yours is 
going to need a lot of fucking from 
now on!” 

My transfer to Minnesota was 
well worth the effort! Finding friends 
séemed to be a lot easier. Bill was 
right, my educated ass does need a 
lot of fucking, and I'll never forget 
ne that first lesson in Bedroom 

. Of course, Bill stops by the dorm 
every week or so to give mea 
refresher course! A 
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For full-length, exclusive mail order version of 
Malibu Pool Boy contact Catalina Video Mail Order, 
Box 7016, 6030 Yolanda Ave., Tarzana, CA 
91357-7016. Or call 818-708-9200. Hardcore 
catalogs $10.00. Offer valid in most areas. Must 
be at least 21 years old to order. Wholesale 
inquiries welcome. 


Ud! Ub GUYS 


BY DEREF-Rr ADAMS 


l guess I’ve known Dave Wester- 
ville for over five years now. He and 
Margie moved into the house be- 
hind us when the Hertzmanns got 
transferred to Dallas. Their kids are 
about the same age as ours, so 
they played together from the start. 
Margie and my wife, Lois, got friend- 
ly over the back fence and before 
long, we were spending a lot of time 
together—cook-outs, movies, trad- 
ing off baby-sitting and all that stuff. 
Dave’s a fitness freak, and by the 
second summer | knew him, he had 
me out every morning before work, 
running three miles. | gotta admit 
that | lost twenty pounds that had 
crept around my midsection during 
the ten years I’ve been married, but 
| still say it’s a hell of a way to start 
your day. He also has plenty of 
good qualities, like-watching Satur- 


day afternoon football and sneaking « 


out once and a while for a few 
beers, So we get along great. 

We just got back from the airport 
this afternoon. Margie’s folks are in 
Phoenix and Lois’s mother lives in 
Litchfield, a little town about thirty 
miles due west. Anyway, they 
cooked up this scheme that the two 
of them would take the kids and 
visit the grandparents for a week. 


Dave and | figured they were just 
looking for an excuse to dump the 
kids and get involved in some 
serious shopping without the two of 
us tagging along to keep an eye on 
them. 


“Think we can manage by our- 
selves for a few days, Mike?” Dave 
asked as we pulled into the drive. 

“Oh dear, we're leaving the boys 


aS a 
That sucker’s 


long enough 
to need its own 
social security card... 
I'd popped a big, 
throbbing hard-on 
and hadn’t even 


been aware of it... 
(Se See 


alone,” | warbled in a squeaky fal- 
setto, mimicking Marge and Lois. 
“Honest to God, Dave, those two 
gals think we’re going to rattle 
around eating pizza and drinking 
beer all week.” 


“That reminds me,” Dave 
chuckled, “I’m hungry.” 

“Me too. What do you want?” 

“How about beer and pizza?” 

“You're on. You order the pizza 
and I'll haul the beer out of the 
refrigerator in the basement. Meet 
me out back in twenty minutes.” 

“Don't forget to crank up the hot 
tub, Mike.” He climbed out of the 
car and cut through the back, vault- 
ing over the fence. | pulled the car 
into the garage and stepped into the 
kitchen. It was amazingly quiet 
without three noisy kids bouncing 
off the walls. | pulled a case of beer 
upstairs and filled the refrigerator. It 
reminded me of the way m 
refrigerator looked before | got 
hitched. | grabbed a couple of cold 
ones, popped the tops and headed 
out the back door. 

“This is great,” Dave sighed after 
he’d downed his fifth slice of pizza. 
“Mind if | help myself to another 
beer?” 

“Not so long as you bring one for 
me,” | nodded, handing him my 
empty. While he was in the house, | 
pulled the cover off the spa and 
tested the temperature. Ninety-nine 
degrees—perfect for a long relaxing 
soak. 

“Where you headed, guy?” Dave 
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asked when | met him at the kitchen 


oor. 

“| forgot my suit,” | said, gestur- 
ing over my shoulder at the tub of 
bubbling water behind me. 

“So? Who’s gonna see us? It’s 
just us guys, Mike.” | thought about 
it for a minute, figured it made good 
sense and followed him back out 
into the yard. 

“Good thing | put in that fence 
last fall,” | joked as | unbuttoned my 
shirt. “Otherwise old Mrs. Foster 
might get an eyeful.” 

“Might do the old girl a world of 
good,” he laughed, balling up his 
shorts and tossing them onto the 
heap of clothes on the deck. “Man, 
this feels great,” he sighed, slipping 
into the water. “Hand me my brew 
before you get in, guy.” | retrieved 
our beers and settled in across from 
him. “‘Here’s to the bachelor life,” 
he nodded, clinking his bottle 
against mine. 

“Sure,” | chimed in, “especially if 
it’s only for a week.” | took a long 
pull on my beer and leaned back 
against the edge of the tub. “I 
should have switched on the deck 
lights, Dave. It’s gonna be dark 

n y 


soon. 

“Hell, why bother? The moon’s 
as bright as a streetlight tonight. 
Feels more private this way.” We 
sat there in silence for a long time, 
letting the warm water soak away 
all the knots and kinks. 

“You're sure looking good, Mike” 
Dave said as | returned from my 
second beer run. 

“What the hell’s that supposed to 
mean?” | grunted. 

“..uh, | dunno,” Dave stuttered. 
“It's just that with that forest of hair 
you're sporting, | couldn't tell much 
about your bod. With it all wet, you 
can sort of see the underlying struc- 
ture, that’s all.” His voice trailed off 
and we sat there, suddenly uncom- 
fortable. 

“Thanks,” | muttered finally, figur- 
ing he deserved a response to his 
clumsy compliment. “I figure | owe it 
all to your good influence.” 

“The legs, maybe. Hell, | might 
even take credit for running that 
spare tire of yours into history. You 
don’t get a chest and arms like that 
from running, though. You been lift- 
ing weights in secret or something? “i 

“Yeah,” | admitted grudgingly. “| 
found my old weight set from my col- 
lege days in the basement and | just 
sort of got back into the habit. Didn't 
want to be outclassed by my neigh- 
bor, | guess.” | wasn’t being very 
gracious about it, but | was flattered 
for some reason that he’d noticed. 

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” 

“What does?” 
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“Having your body all hard and 
tight.” He ran a hand across his 
ecs and up over his shoulder. 
“Beats the hell out of squeezing 


” 


“Ready for another?” | asked 
when | noticed that we were both 
sucking empties. 

“Sure.” | stood up and Dave let 
out a long low whistle. “No wonder 
Lois is smiling all the time,” he 
chuckled, staring pointedly at my 


Pee ER esa 


I was starting 
to feel nervous, 
but | was also 
so horny 
that my balls 
were starting to ache... 


crotch. “That sucker’s big enough to 
need its own social security card!” 
“Shit!” | yelped, looking down be- 
tween my legs. I’d popped a big 
throbbing hard-on and hadn't even 
been aware Of it till I'd stood up. 
Time to slow down on the beer, | 
thought to myself. “Sorry, man,” | 
mumbled, looking at Dave sheepish- 


“No problem,” he shot back at 
me. “I've got a confession to make.” 

“Oh yeah?” 

“Yeah.” He stood up and | saw 
that his cock was hard as well, curv- 
ing up against his sharply cut abs. 
The fat head was red and swollen 
and his nuts were pulled up tight be- 
tween his legs. It wasn’t anywhere 
near as big as mine, but it was a re- 
spectable boner, as boners go. tal} 
we're like this already, by the end of 
the week we'll be pawing at the turf 
for sure.” 

“You got that right,” | chuckled 
ruefully. “If | can’t get him to go 
back to sleep, | may have to take 
the matter in hand later.” Dave 
laughed at that, then settled back 
into the water. 

“You ever have any problem with 
it?” he said. | looked at him stupidly. 
“| mean it being so damned big. 


We're talking what—eleven inches?” 


“Twelve and a half,” | admitted. 
“Lois got out the tape measure one 
night. | don’t have any trouble get- 
ting it up, if that’s what you mean.” 

“Hell, Mike, | can see that.” 

“Only problem is I’ve never had a 
blow-job. Lois tried it a couple of 
times, but no go on that. | also have 
to be careful when we're screwing. 
No way | can stick it in all the way. 
Other than that, | manage.” | sat up 


on the edge of the tub, cooling off 
and waiting for my stiffer to go 
down. It didn’t. Dave kept staring at 
it, like he was fascinated or some- 
thing. | was starting to feel nervous, 
but | was also so horny my balls 
were starting to ache. This was a 
hell of a note! 

“Still got the skin on it,” Dave 
lel dae like he was talking to him- 
self. 

“Do you wanna touch it or some- 
thing,” | said finally, shocked by my 
words as soon as they were out. It 
was like | was accusing the guy of 
being queer for me or something 
like that. | sat there wishing I'd kept 
my damned mouth shut. 

“Yeah,” Dave said softly, licking 
his lips nervously. “I guess | do.” 
Well, we both sat there after that, 
looking everywhere but at each 
other. | figured that little conversa- 
tion would get me shrivelled up, but 
| was still rock hard and a funny lit- 
tle tingle was gripping at my guts. | 
was as nervous as a kid going to 
his first dance. 

“Hell, man, go ahead. | don’t 
mind.” : 

“You sure?” 

“If | wasn’t, | wouldn’t have said 
anything. It isn’t like the ground will 
open up and swallow us.” Dave 
stood up slowly and moved over to 
me. His prick was hugging his belly 
even tighter than it had been a few 
minutes before. He reached out 
slowly, like he was afraid he was 
gonna burn his hand, then his 
fingers curled around the veiny 
shaft of my meat. My asshole 
clamped down tight and a rush of 
pleasure hit me in the gut like a fist. 
| had to grab Dave’s shoulder to 
keep from falling over backwards. 
He flinched at first, like he was 
afraid | was gonna hit him after all, 
but he didn’t let go. 

“I’ve never touched another guy's 
dick before. It feels pretty wild.’ 

“It sure does,” | groaned. He 
squeezed tight and my cockhead 
swelled up in its tight cap. He pulled 
forward and the skin on the end 
bunched up in a tight pee 
rosebud. Dave worked his fingertip 
into it and started rubbing my knob. 
My skin pulled up into gooseflesh all 
over, and it wasn't because | was 
cold! If | hadn’t downed about five 
beers, | would probably have 
stopped him right then, but | didn't. 

“Would you touch mine?” he 
asked, looking up at me shyly. 

“What the hell,” | shrugged. “I 
feel like a kid at scout camp.” | 
stuck my hand into the water and 
started working my way down to his 
crotch. The skin on his belly was 
silky soft in contrast to the wall of 


muscle it covered. I’d just passed 
his navel when my fingers grazed 
his dick. | hesitated briefly, then 
plunged on till the head was nuz- 
zling my palm. He must have liked it 
because he squeezed me even har- 
der. 

It wasn’t long before Dave was 
working a slow steady jack with his: 
right hand. His left sort of fluttered 
up over the top of my thigh and then 
he started exploring my torso. | had 
to admit that his hand felt good, 
even if he was a guy. When he got 
up to my chest, he pinched one of 
my nipples between his thumb and 
forefinger, pulling it out taut. 

“Oh, man,” | groaned. 

“Margie does that to me when 
we're making it,” Dave grinned, pull- 
ing my tit again. “Sure as hell snaps 
my nuts up in a knot.” 

“Mine too,” | sighed. 

“Shit, Mike, nothing would snap 
those tennis balls of yours up ina 
knot. I’ve seen ponies that weren't 
hung as well as you are.” He 
nudged my balls with his knuckle, 
sending another shockwave of 
pleasure oe my frame. | went 
for the tight pink nipples crowning 
his smooth pecs, figuring two could 
play at this game. He gasped and 
his whole body went stiff when | 
made contact, leaning heavily in to 
me, his hands gripping my thighs. 

When he let go of my prong, it 
bounced against his belly and | 
started humping instinctively. The 
fat shaft slipped up into the valley 
between his pecs, the knob bounc- 
ing against his chin. The friction had 
me hot as a firecracker in seconds 
and | started to leak, leaving a slimy 
trail on his hairless skin. | kept up 
the tit work, and he kept his chest 
tensed like a couple of hot rocks. 
He bent his head and my cockhead 
mashed against his full lips. 

“Suck me,” | growled, the idea 
suddenly popping into my head. He 
shook his head no but | kept on 
banging against his mouth and next 
thing | knew, his tongue flickered 
out and made contact. | went nuts, 
clamping my hands on his neck, 
forcing him to go down on me. 

Dave didn’t put up much of a 
fight. | wedged in between his teeth 
till l was deep in his hot, wet mouth. 
Once he got a taste for it, Dave 
whimpered and started sucking me 
like he knew what he was doing. 
His tongue worked all around the 
head of my tool, getting it nice and 
slippery. | watched in total fascina- 
tion as inch after inch disappeared 
between those full red lips of his. 

All of a sudden, | got this wild 
idea. | grabbed Dave by the waist 
and lifted him up out of the water, 


holding him high in the air. He 
weighed about one-seventy, but I’d 
been working out and it felt real 
good to strain my muscles against 
his weight. He eiped and wriggled 
when | jammed my face into his 
crotch, but he calmed down right 
away after | started licking his nuts. 
I'd never given cocksucking even a 
passing thought, but Dave was my 
buddy and he’d been swinging on 
my prong, so what the hell? 


Ea Sea 
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given cocksucking 
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Dave was hunkered down over 
me, his feet on my thighs, his belly 
tight against my forehead. He was 
drizzling salty juice when | hooked 
my lips over the rim of his cock 
crown, making it real easy to swal- 
low him. My nose hit his gut and his 
dick hit the back of my throat at 
about the same time. The dude 
squealed sharply, then reached 
down between my legs and latched 
onto my pecker again, jacking me 
like crazy. 

| was totally turned on, getting off 
on the hardness of his tight body 
and the hardness of his cock in my 
mouth. | started feeling him up, 
stroking the insides of his thighs 
and squeezing the bulging muscles 
in his calves. | gradually worked my 
way around to the full curve of his 
butt, cupping his cheeks in my 
hands. | ran a finger up his crack 
and his little asshole puckered up 
and kissed me. He also squealed 
again, damn near yanking my prick 
out by the roots. 

“Play with my asshole, man,” he 
begged, his voice ragged. Hell, 
we'd gone this far,.so | didn’t have 
any inhibitions left. | started teasing 
the quivering pucker of flesh, poking 
at his hole and getting off on the 
way it made his cock flex and throb. 
| gotta admit, though, | was still 
shocked when my finger finally slid 
up into him to the second knuckle. | 
started to pull it out, but Dave 
reached back and held my hand in 
place. “Please,” he moaned urgent- 


: | started fingering his shitter, 
pushing in as far as | could go, then 
popping it out and running my finger- 
tip around his assring. Then I’d 


punch it back in, amazed at how hot 
and tight he was inside. | kept it up 
till | started having some really 
strange ideas. 

“You like that, don’t you, Dave?” 
| whispered, stirring my finger 
around vigorously. 

“Oh, shit, man, that’s too much,” 
he groaned, writhing in my arms, 
his hands all over me, squeezing 
and stroking, just like my wife does 
when she’s really hot to trot. “Give 
me another one, man. Oh, yeah, 
that does wicked things to me. Feel 
that knot up in there? Punch it. Oh, 
shit yeah!” 

“How'd you like to have my big 
cock shoved up in that hole, Dave? 
| wanna fuck your ass, man. You 
gonna let me in?” 

“Jesus, Mike, I'll try anything you 
want man. You’ve got me so frig- 
ging hot I’m ready to explode. This 
is Crazy, but | love it!” | fingered him 
a little longer, playing with his meat 
till it was squirting juice out like 
sticky water. 

“Get my prick lubed up, dude,” | 
commanded, wedging a third finger 
up into his tight ass. He went to 
work on my big dick, smearing our 
mingled goo all over the head and 
down the shaft. When it was as 
slick as it was going to get, | started 
pulling him down onto my thighs. 

His feet made a soft splash as 
they slipped back into the water. | 
had him by the waist, holding him 
so my knob was nudging his balls. 
“'ll go nice and slow,” | assured 
him, after | saw the glint of fear in 
his eyes. It was dark now and he'd 
been right about the moon. It shone 
down on us, making Dave gleam 
like silver. He nodded and pushed 
my dick back against his asshole. 
He braced his hands on my 
shoulders and | started to let the 
muscles in my arms relax. 

He must have been built just right 
or something, | don’t know. All | 
know was | felt his weight bearing 
down on my prick, threatening to 
bend the fat shaft, then his chute 
started opening up and | was sink- 
ing into the tightest, hottest place I’d 
ever probed in my life. He was 
breathing heavy and his eyes were 
closed tight, but he didn’t do a 
damned thing to stop me. | just kept 
sinking in, inch after throbbing inch. 

When he had about seven inches 
of my big love muscle up in him, he 
wrapped his arms around my neck 
and pressed his face up against my 
shoulder, He was trembling, but he 
just let himself keep on sliding 
down. By the time my pubes were 
ae his crack, | was trembling as 
well. 

“You doing okay,” | whispered, 
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sure as hell not wanting to hurt the 
guy. He nodded slightly and | 
started rubbing his back, happy to 
feel that tight, moist heat for as long 
as he could take it. It was the first 
time I’d ever been driven in to the 
hilt in another human body and it 
was a total rush, head to toe. The 
fact that it was a man—not to men- 
tion my best buddy—somehow 
made it even hotter. 

“You gonna fuck me, or are you 
gonna go to sleep?” Dave said, 


looking up at me and winking lewdly. 


“How do you want it buddy?” | 
rumbled. 

“Hard and deep and all night 
long. Hell, Mike, now | know what a 
virgin feels like on her wedding 
night. Having something up inside 
you is a total mind-blower.” He 
ground his ass around my prong, 
sending my balls scurrying up their 
cords. They usually swing low when 
I’m balling, but tonight they were 
riding high. 

“We're switching positions,” | 
muttered, leaning back till my 
shoulders touched the deck. Dave 
wrapped his legs around my waist 
and held on tight till | had him 
pinned under me. | flexed and flared 
my knob out nice and full, making 
the man under me writhe with 
pleasure. Then | started pulling out, 
not stopping till Dave’s asshole was 
gripping me right behind the crown. 
“Here | come,’ | moaned, pushing 
down and sinking back into him. 
Shit, he felt good. The sensation of 
having every inch of my huge dong 
gripped tight really got me revved. 

“Go for it,” Dave mumbled, slap- 
ping my ass hard. | gave the man 
what he wanted, pumping in and 
out of his asshole with wild aban- 
don. The harder | fucked, the tighter 
he got, the muscles popping out on 
him in knots and ridges. His prick 
was burning hot when he pressed it 
up against my hairy gut, getting in 
on some of the friction | was 
generating. 

| was riding a fine line when he 
raised up and started sucking my tit, 
his teeth sinking into the big fleshy 
point. “I’m gonna cum,” | roared, 
bucking like a wild horse. 

“Pull out, Mike. | wanna see you 
shoot it.” | yanked my cock out of 
his asshole and started fisting it, 
snapping my foreskin back and 
forth over the glistening crown. Mike 
grabbed my balls and pulled down 
hard, jacking himself with his free 
hand. The pressure on my nuts did 
the trick and | let loose. 

“Oh, yeah,” he sighed, “pump 
that balljuice. Let it fly, guy.” 

My first shot splattered on his 
belly, shining in the moonlight. Ther 
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| tightened down and really blew, ar- 
cing a shot up high in the air. It 
cleared his head and hit the deck. 
He shot it at that point and between 
us, we damn near drowned him. | 
pumped it till | was dry as a bone, 
then sank down onto my haunches, 
panting like a dog. 

When he could move, Mike 
reached over, grabbed his shirt and 
mopped himself clean. Then he 
slipped out from under me and got 


I flexed 
and flared my knob 
out nice and full, 
making the man 
under me 
writhe with pleasure... 


back into the hot tub. “I thought you 
were going to get us another beer,” 
he said casually. 

“You're right, dude,” | replied, 
standing up and stretching mightily. 
| headed back to the house, feeling 
totally relaxed. When | got back with 
the beers, we started discussing the 
upcoming football season. We 
didn’t get out of the water till well 
after midnight. Neither one of us 
said a word about what we’d just 
done with each other. Some stuff is 
better if you don’t waste a lot of time 
talking about it, | guess. A 
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DON’T FORGET THE 
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UNCUT FAX? 

UNCUT is planning a special look at 
erotic fax art in an upcoming issue. 
Do you have a favorite piece of 
faxerotica? Fax it to us! No 
copyrighted material, please! 
Fax 1-702-386-2122 


Twelve Big 8 1/2 X 11" 
Black and White Prints 


$30 


(Includes First Class Postage 
and Handling) 


In Check or Money Order 
made payable to: 
Drawings By Rex 


And send to: 
Drawings By Rex 
731 Larkin Street 
San Francisco, CA 94109 


Or send $10 for Five Sensational 
sample prints and brochure on 
other hard-core sets. 
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The sea was a breathtaking blue 
that merged with the blue of the sky 
on the distant horizon. | was sitting 
on the shore of a south sea island 
that was everyone’s idea of a tropi- 
cal paradise, pad on my lap, writing 
a letter. 

“Dearest Brother,” | had begun 
just as Ted Newhouse sat down be- 
side me. Ted was my tent-mate on 
that island where our army unit was 
scheduled to stay for several weeks 
during field exercises, 

“| didn’t know you had a brother, 
Pete” Ted said as the shapeliest 
pair of buns ever to stuff a pair of 
army-issue shorts dropped down be- 
side me. Ted and | had become 
fee friends since he joined our out- 

it, So | didn’t consider it snooping 
when he read what I’d written. 

Well, | do have-a brother, but it 
wasn’t him | was writing to. | really ~ 
was writing to my first unrequited 
love and, in a way, it was because 
of him that | was there at all. Derek 
Noble and | had been classmates in 
a botany class at our university, and 
I'd fallen head over heels in love 
with him. Derek was the most 
beautiful boy I’d ever seen, but he 
seemed to be straight to the core. | 
was naive and inexperienced, and 


didn’t know how to make a pass 
without jeopardizing our friendship, 
SO we were just good friends. But 
being close to him without getting 
closer got me so frustrated and 
despondent that | decided to drop 
out of school for a while and wound 
up in the army. 

“Oh, sure,” | responded. “We’re 
very close.” It was a lie, because | 


aaa 
I fell in love 
with Ted then and 
there... My cock began 
swelling when | 
sneaked a look at the 
equipment hanging 


between his legs... 
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was never very close to my real 
brother. | never would have called 
him “dearest,” but Ted didn’t know 
that. But Derek and | had become 
very affectionate in our letters. It 
wasn’t unusual for us to write 
“Dearest” or “Love from Pete.” | 
often thought, why the hell wasn't 


he affectionate when we were 
together? 

That day back at our home base 
when Theodore Newhouse walked 
naked into the shower next to mine, 
all thoughts of Derek vanished from 
my mind. | fell in love with Ted then 
and there. A golden blond, he was 
breathtakingly beautiful, a Donatello 
sculpture incarnate, but decidedly 
better-hung. My cock began swell- 
ing when | sneaked a look at the 
fabulous equipment hanging be- 
tween his legs. | should say “jut- 
ting,” because his cock wasn’t 
hanging. Firm even though it wasn’t 
erect, his shaft thrust straight out 
over a pair of balls to die for, tight in 
their tawny scrotum. And, 
miraculously, like me he wasn’t cir- 
cumcised like all the other guys in 
the outfit. His neat cockhead 
peeked out of a thick sheath of 
foreskin, just the tip showing with its 
rosy pink slit dripping water as the 
shower sluiced over his body. Sur- 
rounded by a wreath of blond curls, 
Ted’s genital artillery was the most 
exciting | had ever laid eyes on. 
From that moment on | was smitten, 
and there wasn’t a thing | could do 
about it. Yet. 

Ted was a quiet kid who didn’t 
Carouse around the local bars, chas- 
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ing broads the way the other guys 
did. Like me, he stayed on base a 
lot during his free time, writing let- 
ters and reading, so we got ac- 
quainted. He got permission to 
trade places with the guy who 
bunked next to me, and that was a 
mixed blessing, I'll tell you. Watch- 
ing him strip and get into bed naked 
every night was more than | could 
stand. Most nights the sight of that 
delicious cock of his got me so hot 
that | had to jack off after lights-out. 

So, you can see that it was 
natural for us to share a two-man 
tent on maneuvers. It was the first 
time we’d been so far from our 
home base, and we'd be there for a 
couple of months, maybe more, 
while part of our unit practiced 
reconnaissance missions among 
the islands. So we pitched our tent 
not far from the beach, where we 
could look out over the sea and 
hear the gentle surf all night. 

Two-man tents are pretty small, 
just room enough for two folding 
cots, makeshift clothes rack, and a 
wash stand with a basin and our 
shaving gear. To take the edge off 
the isolation everyone felt in such a 
remote place, we tried to make our 
tent a little home-like. It might be a 
tropical paradise, but it could get old 
in a hurry if you let it. So we 
landscaped the space around our 
tent with tropical plants that we dug 
up in the jungle, and lined the path 
to it with seashells that we found on 
the coral reef just offshore. 

And there | was, in the army, with 
another close buddy who didn’t 
know that | wanted his body and his 
love as well as his friendship. And 
this time we were tent-mates. | saw 
that gorgeous body naked at least 
twice every day and couldn’t do any- 
thing about it. If we happened to 
shower at the same time in our 
cramped field shower it was even 
worse! Talk about from the frying 
pan into the fire! 

Sitting there in the shade, 
shoulder to shoulder with that gor- 
geous tent-mate of mine, the gentle 
sea-breeze caressing my bare torso 
raised goose-bumps all over me. 
What | really wanted was Ted’s 
fingers raising goose-bumps all 
over me. | felt that familiar sensa- 
tion in my crotch. My cock had al- 
ready escaped the leg of my briefs 
as it swelled and was about to poke 
out of the leg of my shorts. The way 
| was sitting, moving would have 
made things even more obvious. 
My foreskin had hung up against 
the hem of my shorts as my penis 
lengthened, so my slick, moist glans 
was bare against my thigh and 
beginning to drip pre-cum. There | 
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sat, wanting to feel Ted’s hands all 
over me, with my cockhead sticking 
out of the leg of my shorts and con- 
spicuously inching farther down my 
thigh! 

Oh, shit! | thought to myself. Now 
Ted will know for sure how | feel 
about him. Maybe he’ll even want to 
change tent-mates. | couldn’t stand 
the thought. But no, he didn’t even 
seem to notice. Maybe he didn’t see 


Watching him 
strip and 
get into bed 
naked every night 
was more than 
| could stand. 


the end of that rigid boner poking 
out of my shorts. Was he blind? 

“What shall we do tomorrow?” he 
asked, oblivious to the conspicuous. 

The way the duty roster had 
worked out, we both had the next 
day off, and on days like that we 
often hiked along the shore or ex- 
plored the dense tropical jungle that 
surrounded our bivouac area. 

“Maybe we can get in a swim 
and work on our tans,” | ventured. 
There was a secluded beach not far 
from camp where Ted liked to sun 
wearing his skimpy briefs. And 
where | loved to feast my eyes on 
his near-naked perfect body. 

That night we both had drawn the 
first shift of guard duty. Ted and | 
got back to our tent not long after 
midnight, a bit tense as usual after 
four hours on guard. We stripped in 
the dark and fell naked onto our 
bunks. The gentle surf washing the 
shore was an all-night murmur, and 
the breeze from the sea was so 
cool that we slept under our 
blankets. 

Or tried to. For some reason | 
couldn't sleep. | guess | was sub- 
consciously thinking about that after- 
noon, when my cock poked out of 
the leg of my shorts in plain sight 
while Ted was sitting right beside 
me. He hadn’t mentioned it, and for 
all | knew he hadn’t noticed. | was 
worried anyhow. | didn’t want to 
lose my best friend because my 
heart and my cock wanted him. 

| could hear Ted tossing in his 
bunk and wondered why he hadn't 
dropped off to sleep as soon as his 
head hit his pillow. 

“Peter” he whispered. “You 
asleep?” 

“No,” 


“Are you as lonely as | am? This 
place is sas pe to get to me.” 

“Yeah,” | answered. “If it weren't 
for you, I’d go nuts.” 

“You mean it?” he asked, and at 
the same time | felt his hand reach- 
ing across the space between our 
bunks and groping for my hand 
under my blanket. Our fingers met 
and we held hands like that until | 
couldn’t stand it any more. | 
squeezed his hand and pulled it 
toward me. Wonder of wonders, he 
slipped out of his bunk and slid 
under my blanket beside me! 

My.cock was stiffer than the com- 
pany flagpole. As | held him close, 
with his crotch crushed against 
mine, his hard-on throbbing against 
my cock was as rigid as mine. Now 
it was Teddy’s hands, not the ocean 
breeze, caressing my body, raising 
goosebumps all over me, teasing 
my nipples, exploring eve inch of 
me. At last | could caress Ted’s firm 
buttocks, the beautiful bubble-butt 
I'd longed for all these months, hug 
his body so close against me that | 
could feel his heart pounding in his 
chest almost in time with mine. 

| wrapped my thighs around his 
and felt his hard cock nuzzle my 
balls as we lay in the close embrace 
that we both had wanted so long. 
My hands discovered the firm con- 
tours of his pecs, his pointed little 
nipples, traced el his smooth 
belly until at last, at long, long last, 
my fingers found the silken curls 
wreathing my heart’s desire. Then 
that velvety hard shaft was in my 
eager hand. | could feel Teddy’s 
naked cockhead between my 
fingers, and | heard him catch his 
breath as | pulled the short foreskin 
down over his glans and then 
skinned it back again. 

“Wait. I’m about to come,” he 
whispered softly in my ear as his 
hand sought the erection straining 
in my crotch. Then his hand was 
stroking my cock, sliding the skin 
along the shaft as my cockhead slip- 

ery with pre-cum slid in and out of 
the folds of thick foreskin. 

“Now I’m getting close,” | 
breathed in Teddy’s ear as | 
grabbed his throbbing penis and 
began stroking in rhythm with his 
strokes. He pressed my cock 
against his as we stroked in time 
with each other, and then both of 
our hands were pumping our two 
cocks clasped tightly together shaft 
against shaft. Teddy shuddered and 
let go as | stroked faster and faster. 

There on that far-away island, 
with the gentle sound of waves 
breaking on the tropical beach, we 
gave each other our virginity. Our 
first shared orgasm washed over us 


like the waves washing across the 
shore and we simultaneously ejacu- 
lated a sea of semen. As we held 
each other close our sperm 
drenched our pubic hair and trickled 
down our thighs in warm rivulets. 

Sleep overtook Teddy as 
orgasm’s warm afterglow slowly 
faded. | wanted that night to last 
forever, the night | gave my heart 
and my body to another person for 
the first time and received his 
tenderly in return. There was noth- 
ing | wanted more than to fall as- 
leep lying there with my arms 
around Ted, our bodies nestled 
together like two spoons, with my 
contented cock lying snug in the 
Cleft of his ass and his balls cradled 
in my hands. But harsh reality 
struck and | knew we couldn't risk 
being caught in bed together at 
reveille. | softly got out of my bunk— 
our bunk, our wedding bed— 
covered Teddy with my blanket, and 
slid into his bunk for the rest of the 
night. | hoped our honeymoon 
would never end. 

Teddy awoke more radiant than 
I'd ever seen him. He stood by his 
bunk—my bunk—stark naked and 
stretched luxuriously. | glanced 
quickly outside to be sure than no 
one was around. Then | leaned over 
from my bunk and nuzzled the 
wreath of curls over his cock, savor- 
ing his fresh male fragrance still 
pungent with the musky smell of our 
united sperm. 

With his hand on the back of my 
head he pressed my cheek against 
his pubic hair and his penis stif- 
fened. | kissed it on its tip. He mur- 
mured, “| missed you after we 
made love. Where’d you go?” 

“Right here. | wanted to be with 
you, too, but we couldn't let Sarge 
catch us together when he came 
around at reveille, could we?” 

“| guess not.” 

“| know not!” 

Ted stretched again and his cock- 
head pointed almost straight up. | 
kissed it again and said, “Boy, am | 
glad we don’t have duty today!” 

“Let’s get something for lunch 
from the mess tent and hike down 
to that beach we found beyond the 
airstrip,” Ted suggested as he 
pulled his shorts up over that mag- 
nificent cock. 

“Sounds good,” | responded, 
grabbing a couple of towels from 
our clothes rack. 

The beach was maybe a couple 
of miles along the coast. We hiked 
happily along the seaside trail, 
sometimes Ted leading, sometimes 
me. | liked to follow so | could watch 
his cute bubble-butt bouncing in his 
shorts as he strode along ahead of 


me. 

The trail widened and | caught up 
to walk beside him. “Ted?” | said. 

“Mmmmm?” 

“Yesterday—you know, when | 
was writing my letter. Did you notice 
anything, well, unusual?” 

‘Mmmmm.” 

“Like my dick poking out of my 
shorts?” 

“Oh. That? Well, it wasn’t the first 
time I’ve seen you with a hard-on! 


LS Sb a OE A aE 
There was nothing 


| wanted more 
than to fall asleep 
lying there 
with my arms 


around Ted... 
SS ee | 


After all, the first time | saw you in 
the shower you got hard. You still 
do. Why do you think Les always 

Calls you ‘Lob-cock’?” 

“Shit. | thought | hid it pretty well. 
It didn’t bother you? That maybe | 
had the hots for you?” 

“Why should it? A lot of the guys 
get hard when they shower, espe- 
cially when they wash between their 
legs. Besides, | wanted you to want 
me, but | decided you weren't inter- 
ested in guys that way.” 

“| thought the same thing about 

Ou.” 

“Well, it was because | did see 
your hard cock slide out of your 
pants that | worked up enough 
courage to ask you last night. | 
figured maybe you did have the 
hots for me, after all!” 

“No shit?” | grabbed Ted and 
kissed him. 

“No shit!” 

By then we had come to our 
beach, hot and sweaty. Ted wasted 
no time kicking off his boots and 
stepping out of his shorts. | almost 
fainted with happiness. 

“Let's have a swim,” Ted said. 
“There are some compensations for 
being on guard duty. We have the 
place to ourselves when our day off 
IS a weekday!” 

Being naked with Ted had the in- 
evitable effect in my crotch so | had 
a rigid hard-on before | even got my 
shorts off. He gave my boner a play- 
ful tug and dashed for the water 
with me in hot pursuit. 

Even in the tropics the sea was 
cool and my erection relaxed as we 
happily splashed each other in the 
waist-deep water. We swam along 
shore only a few yards before Ted 


said, “Let’s go closer to the beach.” 

When we were only knee-deep 
he sat down and pulled me down 
beside him. Ted was incredibly 
beautiful any time, anywhere, but 
there in that sun-swept sea on a bril- 
liant morning he was dazzling. | 
wrapped my arms around his torso 
and pulled him toward me until we 
were face to face, with his legs on 
either side of my hips. 

He hugged me close and 
whispered, “I love you, Peter.” My 
heart nearly melted and all | could 
do was hug him back. 

| reached down and found his 
ramrod hard-on scarcely an inch 
from mine. Ted eagerly grabbed my 
penis and slowly began stroking my 
shaft so my cockhead slid in and 
out of its foreskin. In the crystal- 
clear water his stiff cock shone like 
alabaster and | held its rosy glans 
against mine. Ted clasped both our 
shafts together and stroked them 
both as I'd done last night, his balls 
nudging mine with each stroke. 

| quivered in sheer ecstasy as 
Ted's slow strokes sent electric 
shocks down my steel-hard shaft, 
into Med balls and up ay spine. | felt 
Ted’s body trembling like mine was. 
His strokes paused and | put my 
hand on his. Then together we slow- 
ly stroked ourselves to the brink of 
Climax. We paused again and | 
kissed his ear, his eyes, his nose, 
then his mouth. His tongue played 
love-games with mine, its tip danc- 
ing along my teeth until my tongue 
slipped by his to explore the warm 
depths of his mouth. 

| sensed that Ted was about to 
go over the edge. | sure as hell 
was. So | squeezed his hand and 
resumed our mutual masturbation 
with quick strokes. Our bodies shud- 
dered as our cockslits began Squirt- 
ing pale ribbons of sperm to swirl in 
the gentle currents that bathed our 
united crotches. White shreds of 
semen clung in our pubic hair and 
drifted away on the tide. 

“That was the most fantastic 
thing that ever happened to me,” 
Ted breathed in my ear. 

“Me too,” | replied. 

We sat there in one another’s 
arms, Ted's legs hugging my waist, 
for a long delicious moment. “Let’s 
get some sun,” he said, and we 
blissfully made our way to shore. 

We spread our towels together 
and lay down side by side. With my 
arm under his torso and holding him 
close, Ted lay partly facing me. He 
traced around my taut nipples with 
his fingertip and down to my navel 
before he leaned over and kissed 
me. Then his fingertip followed the 
trail of fine hairs running down my 
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abdomen and found the dark thicket 
of my pubic bush matted with dried 
salt. Ted fluffed the hair back to 
ringlets and tickled the base of my 
shaft until it lifted to meet his lips. 

| couldn’t believe the sensations 
that surged through my body from 
crotch to torso. My tent-mate, my 
Teddy, who seemed unattainable 
until last night, kissed the rosy 
wrinkles of foreskin at the end of my 
penis and skinned it back with his 
lips until my glans was in his mouth. 
Waves of ecstasy washed over me 
as his tongue massaged my frenum 
and tickled the tender cleft below 
my cockslit. 

| gently lifted his head from my 
crotch and drew his mouth to mine. 
“| want to make you come that 
way,” he breathed. 

| just couldn't believe that he 
wanted to take my penis all the way 
into his mouth, to caress my cock- 
head with his tongue until my sperm 
streamed down his throat. But | 
knew that was just what | wanted, 
wanted more than anything else in 
the world. 

| moved so Ted could reach my 
crotch and | could hold his hips in 
my arms. His tongue swept up and 
down my cock, tracing around the 
flared crown of my glans and prob- 
ing its slit, as | feasted my eyes on 
the elegant hard-on rearing up from 
the cluster of silky curls that 
crowned his mons. | cupped his 
tight scrotum in my hand and kissed 
his cock as | slid his cockhead out 
of its satiny sheath. 

Then Ted’s lips surrounded my 
cockhead and slowly slid down my 
shaft. | could feel his breath in my 
pubic fleece as his throat embraced 
my glans with thrills I'd never even 
dreamed of. | knew that my penis 
was made to be deep in Teddy’s 
mouth and | wanted it to be there 
forever. 

| don’t think I’d ever heard the ex- 
pression “sixty-nine,” but we dis- 
covered its delights anew right then, 
just as millions on millions of other 

orny young studs had discovered 
them before us. One moment Ted’s 
erect love muscle was throbbing in 
my hand and the next it was deep in 
my mouth. 

| was deliriously happy. Never 
had | tasted anything so sweet, so 
exciting, felt anything so wholly 
Se ee my tongue. | 
stripped his hard shaft with my 
fingers as | slowly pulled it between 
my lips, and the salty-sweet flavor 
of his pre-cum delighted my taste 
buds while Ted’s tongue caressed 
my frenum and pressed my glans 
against the roof of his mouth. 
Waves of pleasure flowed down my 
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shaft and into my balls as | climbed 
the glorious hill to climax. The root 
of Ted’s penis behind his balls 
began pulsing against my fingertips 
as | jacked the base of his shaft 
with his cockhead still deep in my 
mouth. 

| heard a gasp of pleasure as his 
cockslit pumped jets of warm sperm 
streaming along my tongue, and at 
the same moment my whole body 
shuddered as my balls erupted to 
shoot a river of semen cascading 
down Ted’s throat. | think | must 
have blacked out from sheer rap- 
ture. The next thing | knew, we 
were lying there face to crotch, with 
our arms around each other's hips 
as our fading erections lay dripping 
the last of their liquid love into our 
pubic hair. 

“Now you're really a part of me,” 
Ted sighed contentedly. “Your 
sperm’s a part of my body.” He 
kissed my penis. | kissed his and 
caught a lingering drop of his love 
on my tongue as it dripped from his 
slit. 

“You're part of me, too. | want 
you to be part of me always,” | said 
as | moved to lie beside him where | 
could see his happy face. 

| think we both dozed as we lay 
there arm in arm, bathed in post-or- 

asmic bliss. But the gentle breeze 
rom a tropical sea has a distinctly 
erotic quality and | couldn’t help 
caressing the goosebumps that 
spread in waves across Ted’s 
smooth torso. 

The breeze ruffled the curls in his 
crotch, and as | watched 
enchanted, his cock lengthened. He 
reached down and tugged the fores- 
kin at the tip of my penis and playful- 
ly coaxed me back to full erection. | 
rolled over on him and then sat on 
his thighs with my knees on each 
side of his body. By then we both 
were at full attention, my balls rest- 
ing on his as our cocks jutted 
eA hie shaft against shaft. 

held our dicks tightly together 
and slid their skin back until both 
our cockheads were bare and 
caressing each other frenum to 
frenum. No coaxing was needed for 
our cockslits to begin dripping crys- 
tal tears of passion. Ted dabbled a 
fingertip in the big drop oozing from 


“his slit and smeared its slippery wet- 


ness across my cocktip. The thrill of 
his touch made my penis jerk in- 
voluntarily and he giggled in delight. 
Then Ted pushed my hand away 
and began stroking our shafts 
together in a slow, sensuous 
rhythm. With each stroke our tender 
cockheads slid out only to disap- 
pear again within their foreskin 
sheaths. At the top of his stroke | 


slid my hand under his and con- 
tinued our mutual masturbation 
without breaking cadence. 

Even though we both had gotten 
our rocks off three times in less 
than a day, our balls were more 
than ready to spill more sperm. Ted 
cried out in ecstasy as | felt my own 
climax approach the brink of or- 
gasm. When my cockslit gaped as 
the first flood of semen welled up | 
released our rampant scimitars of 
sex to dance their pas-de-deux of 
pleasure unconfined. My warm gift 
of love flooding over Ted’s glans 
triggered his orgasm and our cocks 
spurted fountains of sperm as we 
ejaculated together. | collapsed in 
Ted’s arms with a shudder of rap- 
ture. He hugged me close and 
covered my mouth with passionate 
kisses. 

| sat up across Ted’s thighs and 
looked down at him. As | gazed 
enthralled at his lithe young body, | 
knew at last what my heart had al- 
ways yearned for, what that miracle 
of Eros in my crotch was made for. 
At last | knew fulfillment, beside my 
love there on that beach of coral 
sand ten thousand miles from 
home. As | leaned down and kissed 
him our damp crotches united and 
his arms hugged me tight to his 
chest. He kissed me back and | 
never wanted him to stop. A 


ete 


oe 


O,, man, that feels good,” | 
groaned as Jake packed his thick, 
ten-inch pecker up my chute. “Fuck 
my hungry butt.” Jake braced his 
hands on my shoulders, pinning 
them to the bed. He had already 
tucked a couple of pillows under my 
hips, so he had total access to my 
backside. | tensed up as he pulled 
out, knowing he liked resistance 


when he rode it back in up to the hilt. 


“Shit, dude,” he panted, his balls 
bouncing against my throbbing cock 
as he fell on me with all his weight, 
“| love your ass. Wiggle it for me. 
That's it. Buck like a hot little pony. 
There’s no way you're gonna throw 
me.” He slipped his hands in under 
my torso and started pulling my tits. 
| yelped and my hips shot up into 
the air. Jake was on the way down 
and his knob bulged deep inside of 
me. | bit down on the corner of my 
pillow and my hands clawed at the 
sheets frantically. He’d scored a 
direct hit on my pleasure button and 
my toes were Curling up tight. Old 
Jake recognized the response, took 
aim, and pounded the magic spot 
again. 

“Fuck me!” | squealed, pushing 
up off the bed and looking over at 
the mirror on the closet door so | 
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could see his big meat pistoning in 
and out of me. If there’s anything 
that turns me on more than a fully 
stretched manhole, its watching a 
guy’s meat slide in and out of me. | 
pulled my right leg up against my 
chest, angling just right so | could 
see my butt lips grabbing at the 
shaft when he rode it out till they 
hooked his bulging knob. He 


That’s it. 
Buck like a 
hot little pony. 
There’s no way 
you’re gonna 


throw me. 
Ds a a 


popped it out of me and my asshole 
gaped, showing a flash of bright 
pink before it started closing down. 
“No you don’t,” Jake panted, his 
veiny butt-buster squirting clear 
juice on the target. “You stay open 
for your old buddy.” He yanked on 
my nuts and slammed back in, not 
stopping till his pubes were jammed 
tight in my crack. His hand slipped 


up my cockshaft, dragging my balls 
along for the ride. He squeezed my 
equipment tight and | lost it, squeal- 
ing like a pig as | blew cum all over 
the sheets. When | was drained, | 
collapsed in a panting heap and 
Jake slowed down to an unhurried, 
gentle hump. 

“You never get tired, do you?” | 
chuckled, watching his hairy butt in 
the mirror. We'd been friends and 
fuck partners for several years and 
his endurance had always amazed 
me. | didn’t mind slow riding after | 
shot, SO we were a good team. 

“| been thinking, Mike,” he said 
dreamily, stroking my lats with his 
calloused fingertips. Jake claimed 
to do most of his best thinking while 
he was fucking me. | wasn’t so 
Sure, but at least he’d had plenty of 
time to think over the years. 

“What’s up?” | asked. “Besides 
the obvious, | mean.” 

“I've been thinking about a job for 
you.” We were both artists and we 
took turns working at a legit job so 
the other guy could concentrate on 
his real work. Jake’s a metal 
sculptor and | paint. We haven't 
been discovered by any galleries 
yet, but we've both had some pretty 
awful temporary jobs. My stint as a 
nude dancer last spring had been 
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one of Jake’s ideas. The money 
hadn’t been bad, but I’d had my ass 
grabbed so many times | was afraid 
the skin was gonna wear off. 

“What kind of job is it this time?” 

“Wrestling.” 

“You're out of your damned 
mind. | don’t know anything about 
wrestling. Besides, those guys are 
all fat and disgusting.” 

“Wrong, Mike. You haven't been 
keeping up on the scene, man. 
Nowadays, the guys on the pro cir- 
cuit are body builders. You’d fit right 
in. You’re packing two-twenty, all 
solid and all in the right places. 
Those television cameras would 
make love to your body. That’s what 
they want these days—handsome 
young guys with big, bulging 
muscles and no body fat.” 

“Yeah, but what if | got my hand- 
some, no-fat ass busted?” | was far 
from convinced. 

“It’s alla fake man. You just learn 
the moves and go with the flow.” 

“Easy for you to say. Where are 
you gonna be while I’m out there 
getting tossed around?” 

“lll be right there, ringside, ready 
to take you off to bed and give you 
anice internal massage.” His cock 
flexed, putting enough pressure on 
my prostate for me to start popping 
another rod. 


ooo 


“In this corner, weighing two 
hundred seventy pounds—Killer 
Zabriskie.” A chorus of boos went 
up from the audience and a paper 
cup bounced off Killer’s muscle- 
bound chest. He glared at the 
crowd, shaking his fist and popping 
a biceps that looked like a large 
boulder with veins. “And in this 
corner, weighing two twenty—The 
Professor.” That was me. Jake 
figured it would appeal to the mas- 
ses to have me come out in a shirt 
and tie with steel-rimmed glasses. | 
waved to the crowd and stripped 
out of my clothes to a chorus of wolf 
whistles from some of the women 
near ringside. | sincerely hoped 
there’d be enough of me left to in- 
spire admiration after Killer was 
through mopping the ring with me. 

The bell sounded.and Killer came 
at me like a freight train. | tensed 
up, hoping I'd remember the falls I’d 
been practicing for the past two 
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weeks. Before | had time to remem- 
ber even one, Killer was in my face, 
snorting steam. He grabbed me 
around the waist and hauled me out 
to the center of the ring. The silky 
hairs on his chest tickled my cheek, 
but didn’t do much to cushion the 
rock-wall hardness of his huge 
pecs. | grabbed his big arms, but 
the combination of oil and sweat on 
him made getting a firm grip impos- 
sible. 

He held me for what seemed like 
along time, his big fingers splayed 
down over the curve of my ass. My 
butt is real sensitive to the touch, 
and a man’s hand—especially one 
attached to a big muscle-bound 
brute like Killer—invariably gets me 
all revved up. My ass was sending 
friendly signals to my cock and it 
twitched against my assailant’s 
hard, fuzzy gut. 

The twitching didn’t go on for 
long. Killer suddenly spun around 
and let go of me. | flew across the 
ring, bounced against the ropes and 
catapulted back at him. His arm 
shot out and caught me right in the 
throat. He was supposed to pull 
back when | hit him, but if he did, | 
didn’t notice. | hit the mat like a ton 
of bricks, knocking the wind out of 
myself. 

Just about the time | started suck- 
ing air again, Killer roared like a bull 
and | looked up just in time to see 
him leap off the ropes and come 
flying my way. | saw my life flash 
before me, then he hit. Amazingly 
enough, my rib cage didn’t collapse. 
Then | realized that he’d taken the 
brunt of the fall on his elbows and 
knees, his concave belly slapping 
my chest with just enough force to 
sting quite pleasantly. Killer 
grunted, grabbed me around the 
neck and pulled me into a headlock. 
My mouth was pressed against his 
side, my view of the world limited to 
the huge brown nipple crowning his 
right pec. | could have stuck out my 
tongue and licked the sweat off it, 
but | didn’t want the cameras to 
catch that move if they were watch- 


ng. 

| spent the next few minutes in 
damn near every hold I’d ever im- 
agined. Killer was careful never to 


“really connect with one of his blows, 


but | still felt like every bone in my 
body had been jarred loose by the 
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time the bell rang, ending the bout. 

| thought that was gonna be it, 
but Killer scraped me up off the 
mat—he’d pinned me down at the 
end, of course—hoisted me over his 
head and carried me around the 
ring in triumph. One hand was firmly 
between my shoulder blades, the 
other cupping my ass. | stayed real 
still, not wanting to lose my balance 
and go flying again. About three- 
quarters of the way around, his 
thumb worked its way into the leg 
hole of my trunks and started press- 
ing against my ass ring. My butt 
figured only one thing—playtime! 
No matter that we were on TV, ina 
stadium full of thousands of people, 
my pucker kissed that big thumb 
and he sank right in up to the 
second joint. | groaned helplessly, 
hoping my cock wouldn't snap total- 
ly to attention before he put me 


down. 

Good old Killer made another cir- 
cuit, still holding me aloft. He made 
no effort to retrieve his thumb. In 
fact, he just kept wiggling it provoca- 
tively, sending a spark of lust-laden 
heat shooting right down to my 
balls. Then, suddenly, he tossed me 
onto the ropes and started swatting 
my ass, the slaps ringing out loud 
and clear. 

“This is what Killer thinks of 
teachers!” he roared into the mike 
he’d grabbed from the announcer. 
“If this dumb professor thinks he’s 
gonna teach me anything, he’s 
crazy.” The man laughed like a 
maniac, beating my ass till it burned 
like fire. | finally wriggled away from 
him and dived for my robe, anxious 
to hide my rapidly burgeoning boner 
from public view. | left the ring to 
scattered applause. Fans were 
fickle and the next set of contenders 
was already climbing into the ring. 

“You were great,” Jake burbled, 
waltzing into the changing room that 
| had been assigned. “I! was very im- 
pressed.” 

“Right. That big palooka mopped 
the ring with me. Then he 
humiliated me. Spanked before a 
crowd of thousands.” 

“Millions,” Jake corrected. “Don't 
forget, we were on nation-wide TV.” 
“Great,” | sighed. | couldn't pin- 
point any damage to my body, but 

the five minutes in the ring had 
aged me a couple of centuries, at 


least. | peeled out of my trunks and 
sat down on a massage table in my 
jock, too tired to move. 

“You earned a thousand smack- 
ers for that, Mike. Does that make 
you feel any better?” | nodded 
weakly. “Well it should. The way | 
figure it, we'll...” Jake trailed off into 
silence. “Uh oh. Here comes 
trouble.” 

“What now?” | asked. When | 
looked past Jake’s shoulder | saw 
Killer, filling the door frame com- 
pletely. He was still wearing his 
trunks, and | could have sworn that 
the lump in his crotch was bigger 
than it had been out in the ring ear- 
lier. 

“We're busy,” Jake said, waving 


him away dismissively. It didn’t work. 


“Vanish,” Killer rumbled, his 
voice resonating off the concrete 
block walls. “I wanna talk to the 
Professor here.” 

“Come back later and...” Killer 
flexed and Jake shut up quick. “See 
you,” he said over his shoulder as 
he ducked around Killer and 
headed out into the corridor. Killer 
closed the door behind him and | 
heard the lock snap. 

“| just stopped by to make sure 
you were Okay,” he explained, strid- 
ing across to me. By the time he 
came to a halt, he was standing be- 
tween my outspread legs, his hands 
planted on either side of me, forcing 
me to lean back in order to look him 
in the eye. “You hit the mat pretty 
hard that first time. Sorry.” 

“No problem,” | gulped, noticing 
for the first time that his eyes were 
a tawny gold color and that he had 
extremely long, thick eyelashes. | 
could also feel the heat radiating off 
his big body and smell his pungent 
sweat. 

“Sorry about swatting your ass, 
guy. | don’t usually pull stunts like 
that, but then again, | don’t usually 
have such a temptation. You are in- 
credibly hot.” 

“Thanks,” | gulped, blushing at 
the compliment. “You're pretty in- 
credible yourself.” 

“You think so?” He sounded 
genuinely surprised. | nodded, feel- 
ing my heart beat a little faster as | 
continued looking at him. | was get- 
ting this strong urge to reach out 
and touch him, but | wasn’t totally 
sure it was sucha hot idea. 

“Maybe you could help me out 
then. | got a little problem.” 

“Shoot,” | smiled, wondering 
what the problem was. 

“See this?” He held up the thumb 
that had probed my manhole ear- 
lier. “Well, this is jealous.” He 
hooked his thumbs into the 
waistband of his trunks and | felt 


something hot and heavy slap 
against my bare thigh. | looked 
down and saw a prick that looked 
like the granddaddy of them all. I’ve 
seen salamis hanging in deli win- 
dows that weren't nearly the size of 
this monster. As | watched, it 
started doing some stretching exer- 
cises, reaching for my hip. 
“This is no little problem,” | said, 

grinning up at my recent adversary. 

This is a colossal problem.” 


He was still 
wearing his trunks, 
and | could have sworn 
that the lump 
in his crotch 
was bigger 
than it had been 


out in the ring... 
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“Yeah, | suppose you're right. 
Any chance you’d be interested in 
helping me out?” Well, let me tell 
you, if he’d been calling long dis- 
tance, there might have been a 
chance I’d have said no. However, 
with his enormous butt plug curved 
over my thigh, getting harder by the 
heartbeat, | couldn't resist. 

Figuring that actions spoke 
louder than words, | slipped off the 
table, and dropped to my knees, 
licking sweat off of him all the way 
down. When | got to his bush, | 
grabbed a mouthful of sweat-matted 
curls between my teeth and shook 
my head back and forth. Killer 
groaned softly and thrust his hips 
forward. 

| zeroed in on his enormous balls 
first, draping his schlong over my 
shoulder so it would be in easy 
reach when | was ready to play with 
it. | nudged his hairy bag with my 
tongue and his eggs started swing- 
ing back and forth, bouncing off his 
monumental thighs. | opened wide 
and sucked one into my mouth, 
tonguing it vigorously. The taste of 
sweat and his male funk were ir- 
resistible, popping my eager prick to 
rigid attention, the tightly clipped, 
pink head sticking up over the 
waistband of my jock. | reached 
down and tickled the sensitive trig- 
ger tucked under the ridge of my 
crown, promising more attention 
later. By the time | had managed to 
wedge both of Killer’s heavy orbs 
into my mouth, my cheeks were 
puffed out like a chipmunk’s and 


Killer was putty in my hands. 

| let his balls pop free and started 
the long journey back to his cock- 
head. | picked a prominent vein that 
snaked along the side of his shaft 
and followed it to its destination 
where it branched out on the hood 
covering his big knob. He hadn't 
quite gotten rock-hard as of yet, but 
he was working on it. There was still 
enough skin overhanging his snout 
to give me something to latch onto. 
| nipped it firmly between my teeth, 
braced my hands on his thighs and 
leaned back, stretching it out to the 
max. Old Killer grunted again and 
his balls started swinging just a little 
higher. 

One of the best things about skin 
iS peeling it back to see what color 
the prize inside is. Killer's was a 
surprisingly bright pink, already glis- 
tening wetly with his lube juice. | 
shucked it back tight, popping the 
ridge of the crown out into the open, 
plugged my tongue deep in his piss 
slit, then shucked the hood back up 
over my tongue. It was hot and 
tight, and the steady stream he was 
leaking rolled right down my throat, 
warming my belly. 

| love surprises—like doing things 
with a dude's cock that he doesn’t 
expect. After I’d had my fill of play- 
ing “hide-the-tongue” | took a deep 
breath, slipped my hands back to 
Killer’s hairy ass and made like a 
sword swallower, sheathing the 
man’s huge honker right to the hilt 
in One smooth move. 

“Holy fucking shit!” Killer roared, 
gripping my shoulders till | thought 
he'd rip my deltoids loose from their 
moorings. | looked up at him and 
winked, flexing my throat muscles 
like | wanted to swallow him com- 
pletely, starting with his cock. | held 
the position till my ears were ring- 
ing, backed off for air, then 
slammed it home again. His horn 
was flexing so strongly it damn near 
flipped me up in the air, but not 
quite. 

| would have been content to 
suck him for a long time, but Killer 
had other ideas. The last time | 
came up for air, he grabbed me 
under the arms and hoisted me 
straight up in the air. “Grab one of 
those pipes,” he ordered. | looked 
up and saw the maze of water pipes 
he was talking about and gripped 
one of them firmly. “Now spread 
’em.” | lifted my legs and pointed 
my toes at the ceiling. 

It was my turn to groan when 
Killer jabbed his long tongue up my 
chute. He pulled my jock pouch for- 
ward enough to let my balls roll out, 
taking the occasional swipe at them 
as well. “Open it up, dude. Show 
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me some pink.” | bore down, strain- 
ing to dilate my bulls-eye. Killer 
smacked his lips and dove back in, 
getting me nice and slippery with 
his spit. | was leaking a river by this 
point, squirting it up onto my belly 
where it drooled back down, soak- 
ing the elastic of my jock. 

“Down you come,” Killer cooed, 
grabbing me by the waist and 
prying me off the bars. | didn’t even 
have a chance to get my legs down 
before he had me on the massage 
table, my feet in the air, knees 
pinned to my shoulders. “How do 
you like it?” he asked, a wild look in 
his eyes. His cock snout was al- 
ready nudging my rear entry, leav- 
ing no doubt as to what he was 
talking about. 

“You're the driver,” | gasped as 
the pressure increased. His whole 
big frame shuddered and he 
rammed his hips forward, damn 
near shoving me off the opposite 
side of the table. He grabbed my 
thighs to hold me in place and | 
raised my head to watch. His huge 
knob was kissing my tight pink 
asslips one second, then it disap- 

eared, followed by inch after veiny 
inch of his long root. His belly 
slapped against my ass just inches 
before his snout was due to pop out 
of my mouth. There was no doubt 
about it—I was stuffed totally full of 
dick. 

No sooner had his balls bounced 
against my ass than he was speed- 
ing back out, not stopping till | was 
sucking air. He glanced up at me 
and winked, then rammed it back to 
the hilt. | watched him repeat the 
stroke for a couple of minutes, then 
let my head loll back on the bench 
and stared at the ceiling, giving 
myself over totally to the sensation 
of being fucked by the biggest cock 
I'd ever taken. 

| grabbed my tits and started 
twisting the swollen points of flesh, 
knowing what the effect was on my 
asshole. Killer looked up at me in 
surprise, obviously feeling the 
strong spasms in my ring. My ass- 
hole grabbed at every inch of him, 
coming and going. 

“Shit, man,” he gasped, ram- 
ming hard and deep, “if you had 
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teeth in this thing, you’d be 
dangerous. You got you one primo 
asshole. Man oh man!” He scooted 
me forward on the table and 
climbed up with me, rolling me back 
onto my shoulders, which changed 
his whole angle of thrust. | wrapped 
my legs around his waist and 
hooked my ankles firmly behind 
him. My hands slipped around his 
bull neck and | hoisted myself up, 
suddenly wanting to kiss him. 

He kissed like he rimmed and 
fucked—hard and deep and 
thorough. His tongue shot between 
my teeth, tickling the roof of my 
mouth, then plunging down my 
throat. | shuddered and shook, total- 
Meal by this double assault. 

etting kissed while I’m getting dick 
up the butt is the clincher for me. 
My legs and arms tightened and my 
whole body left the table as | clung 
to the big vel stud who was work- 
ing me over. Our torsos ground 
together, the sweat that soaked us 
making the perfect lube. His chest 
hairs scratched my tits, adding 
more voltage to my already over- 
loaded system. | arched my back, 
mashing my cock against the 
dude’s heaving gut and blew right 
on the spot, every deep thrust of his 
cock forcing another thick blast out 
of me. 

“That’s it,” Killer grunted, bucking 
on top of me. “I’m cumming too. Oh 
shit!” His meat flexed inside of me, 
then he started pumping, scorching 
the walls of my manhole with his 
heavy cream. The guy must have 
pumped a shot for every inch he 
was packing! | could feel each in- 
dividual gush filling me to overflow- 
ing as he wheezed and whimpered, 
his massive frame reduced to a 
quivering, satisfied jelly. 

He held onto me for a long time, 
rubbing his stubbly chin across my 
chest till | started getting hard all 
over again. Killer reached between 
our sticky bellies and wrapped his 
fingers around my cock, squeezing 
it tight. “Welcome to the circuit, 
Professor,” he whispered. “The 
guys'll be lining up out the door to 
take private lessons from you.” 
Believe me, the very idea made my 
toes curl! A 
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Ever get the urge to chew ona 
nice, wet, loose foreskin, but 
just don’t know where to find 
one? Or maybe you’d like to 
find a skinlover to spend the 
evening worshipping your 
overhang. There’s only one 
place for skinlovers and skin to 
come together: in the pages of 
SKINS, the personal ad 
fanzine. Uncensored, 
uninhibited, strictly uncut — 
and with ads from like-minded 
men from all over the world. 


A sample copy of the most 
recent issue is $4 and comes 
with a free ad coupon. 

A discreet remailing service 
is provided, or you can hear 
from uncut hunks direct. 
And each issue of this 
digest-sized correspondence 


journal has hot conversation 
and sleazy skin art. 
Crawl in. 
Include a signed 
statement of age. 


CB&V, 
Box 97694, 
Las Vegas, NV 89193 


Were always looking for 
more examples of uncut men 
from the past and invite 
readers with some antique 
lace in their private scrap- 
books to share it with other PETER 
readers. We promise to take 
good care of your photos 
(either commercial photos or 
private snapshots, but at 
least 25 years old if commer- 
cial photos) and return them. 
Send your historic foreskin to: 
Editorial Office, Box 97635, 
Las Vegas, NV 89193. Tell us 


anything you can about the 
photos. 


ROBERT 


Our friend at L’Historie du 
Physique, Jean-Claude, 
sent us these sterling ex- 
amples of amateur models 
from the 1965-1968 period 
in American erotica. Peter 
(above) may have been 
photographed by David 
Hurles, later of Old Reli- 
able fame. Robert (right) 
was from the Grecian 
Guild archives of work by 
East Coast photographer, 


magazines in the 1970 
era, Jean-Claude spectu- 
lates that Robert, on the 
other hand, may not have 
| ever appeared in print. 
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RAYMOND 


Despite the fact that 1960s 
era photographers were 
taking pictures of almost 
anyone who walked into 
the studio, Jean-Claude 

maintains that—like today— 
some of them never see 

their photos in print. “Either 
photographers would not 
submit the photographs 
after they came back from 
the photo lab, or the 
publishers did not care for 

: the model.” 
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According to Jean- 
Claude, “The payment 
models received was 
very low, and supplies 
like tilm and processing 
were cheap, so 
Photographers had a 
tendency to work with a 
wider variety of types, 
which just doesn’t occur 
today. The erotic 
magazines of the time 
were willing to present a 
much wider variety of 
men. Consequently, 
photographers were not 
asking themselves ‘Can | 
sell this model?’ because 
the odds were in their 
favor. All this has 
changed now; models 
must conform to an estab- 
lished physical ideal to 
attract attention from 
either photographers or 
magazine publishers.” 


starring 

ROCKY KNIGHT, 
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STEVEN JAMES 


Running Time: 
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horniest bunch of 
college students 
that ever got 
together in 

a campus toilet. 
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SHOW US YOUR SKIN! 


Puc of your natural to write to one (or more) of 
heritage? Want to show the the skins in this department? 
world what sets you off from | Some of our readers would 
other men? Send in your best __ like to hear from other skin- 


photos to Uncut and we'll hounds. Send us a stamped, 
display them here so the long self-addressed envelope . 
world can note yet another and a note stating you are 

natural man! Photos should — over 21 years of age, and | 
be clear and bright and reveal we'll send you information on 

only as much of yourself as how to get in touch. 


you wish to reveal. Sign your 
name on the back of your 
photo. If you’d like your 
photos returned, please 
include a stamped, self- 
addressed envelope. Send 
your snaps to: 

Editorial Office, Box 97635, 
Las Vegas, NV 89193. Want 


George (both photos this page) is a new reader from | 
the Midwest who says he found Uncut at his local | 
newsstand and was compelled to stretch his skin along 

with the many fine pieces in the magazine. George says 
he’s proud of his unclipped organ. So are we, George! | 
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Wes, our uncut soldier with the 
screaming eagle tattoo (both photos 
this page) says he’s glad to be back 

from the Gulf, so that he can shave 
his crotch and head for the nude 
beach—and let his eagle stretch its 
wings. Wes says he saw a lot of 
dick and even some unclipped dick 
in the showers of Charlie Company. 
“You can look, but you have to be 
cool about it,” Wes says. Although 
his pubic hair covered up his eagle, 
he says some guys seem to know 
there was something going on down 
around the base of his cock. “Bet 
your girlfriend really knows when 
the eagle has landed,” one obser- 
vant sergeant commented as Wes 
was towelling off. Now that he’s 
stateside, Wes plans to be doing a 
lot more than just looking and he’d 
like to see his eagle make a solid 
landing on some nose. 
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Dave (below, left) is a naturalist 
from New England who likes to let 
his fat, uncut cock swing free in the 
great outdoors. He also likes skinny- 
dipping, catching rays in the buff, 
and catching other guys checking 
out his dick. B.W. (top, right) is a 
reader from Oregon who sports an 
inch of overhang on his eight-inch 
tool. This healthy hunk is 51 years 
old and gets turned on to other 
uncut guys around his age. Antonio 
(below, right) is an engineering stu- 
dent in Los Angeles who says he 
really gets excited when he runs 
across a skin nibbler. 
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ETER THE GREA 


Czar of all the Russias from 
1682-1725, Peter was from the 
Romanov Dynasty. As a big, 
strapping young man, he kept 
roaming off to Western Europe 
and fell in love with doing things 
the French way. He returned to 
Moscow, personally and forcibly 
shaved off all the beards of all 
the nobles at court, and intro- 
duced Western fashions. The 
Emperor’s new clothes shown 
here are the ascot and frock 
coat, then fashionable in the 
West. Like all the Czars, the 
First Peter ruled with a heavy 
hand and a big stick. Rebels and 
plotters (including Peter’s own 
son) were put to death, some- 
times by the Czar personally. If 
he was as big as history says he 
was, probably some of them 
choked to death trying to please 
His Majesty a /a francaise! Peter 
led a life of orgies and 
debauchery with his cronies, 
who formed a bizarre body 
called The Most Drunken 
Assembly of Fools and Jesters, 
which continued throughout 
Peter’s reign and conducted 
grotesque ceremonies which the 
entire court was forced to attend. 


88 UNCUT 


PHOTOS BY J WAYNE HIGGS 


Pied 


HOJ@’ OF CHRIS STONE BY CATALINA 


P 


nee 
ee 


ee ed 


F you like your uncut men in 
bondage, you'll have a field day 
with Steve Johnson’s Captive Men 
/I/. Both the master and the two 
slaves are unclipped examples of 
young hunkhood. 

Grant King plays the relentless 
top in this plotless dungeon fantasy, 
his clipped British accent conjuring 
up images of a military field mar- 
shall humiliating the enemy. Al- 
though he has demonstrated his 
sexual versatility as a gayporn per- 
former in the past, in this and 
another recent B&D video, Dun- 
geon Slave Boys, he exhibits a foul- 
mouthed persona that will surprise 
his fans. Regardless of the fact that 
both of his charges are more mus- 
cularly defined, King struts his 
bulkier physique with a command- 
ing confidence. 

Chained to King’s whipping post 
are Serge Caravaggio and Chris 
Stone. Is this heaven, or what? 
Caravaggio, first seen in the Gym- 
nos nudist video, Men Without 
Clothes, is a magnificent example 
of sculptured physique. His hand- 
some good looks and fat uncut cock 
are icing on the cake. 

Chris Stone (photo on opposite 
page) looks even more beefed up 
than in his first gayporn ventures. 
His chiseled physique, which was 
beautifully captured by Matt Sterling 
in both /dol Eyes and Score 10 is 
really showcased here, where his 
taut muscles strain against the 
restraints. 

This is a complementary trio of 
different types: Grant King’s blond 
patrician features, Serge 
Caravaggio’s darkly handsome 
Mediterranean look, and Chris 
Stone’s hot and passionate South 
American features. Their uncut 
tubesteaks are likewise different: 
King’s long and lean rod arches up 
out of his lightly haired groin, while 
Serge Caravaggio’s thick and 
meaty cock sticks straight out of his 
shaved crotch, and Chris Stone’s 
skin-capped prick with its bulbous 
head arches slightly downward. The 
camera has a real love affair with 
these three dicks, which provide the 
viewer with numerous visual thrills. 

—John W. Rowberry 


an of Jean-Daniel Cadinot’s 
shorter films not previously avail- 
able on this side of the Atlantic have 
been combined under the title 
Dream Boys 2 and released by 
Avalon Video. Both present oppor- 
tunistic sex in everyday settings, 


however improbable. This isn’t a 
major Cadinot item, but both parts 
show Cadinot’s style and both are 
hot. 

The French title of the first half of 
Dream Boys 2 is “Escalier de 
Service” (1987), which would be 
“Service Stairs” in English. Not 
surprisingly, the action takes place 
in the stairway of an apartment 
building and involves two torrid en- 
counters. The story begins as 
Lucien Malard leads Pierre Tanguy 
up the stairs to a landing where 
they go into a very torrid clinch, kiss- 
ing passionately and feeling each 
other up through their clothes. They 
go up another flight for more 
privacy, past a “Fresh Paint” sign, 
and the camera cuts to Elyes Ardini 
in baggy white overalls with a 
gaping fly, on a ladder painting the 
wall. On the next landing Pierre and 
Lucien stop and begin jacking one 
another off as they kiss. They rub 
their cocks together as their 
tongues wrestle hungrily, and Pierre 
strokes both their erections shaft to 
shaft. 

As Pierre and Lucien make love, 
Elyes keeps painting on a landing 
above, and then we see a second 
painter, Bruno de Walberg, on still 
another landing. The sounds of 
Pierre and Lucien’s passion arouse 
Elyes and Bruno, and the camera 
cuts back and forth between the ex- 
cited couple and the painters, both 
of whom have their cocks out to 
beat off as they watch from their 
vantage points. Pierre and Lucien 
exchange blowjobs and Cadinot’s 
camera captures Pierre fucking 
Lucien’s face in some very hot un- 
derneath footage. Bruno drops a 
profuse load down the stairwell, and 
Elyes loses no time following suit as 
he sends generous blobs of sperm 
down the stairwell. 

Their lust not yet satisfied, Pierre 
and Lucien are still intimately 
engaged below as Elyes comes 
down the stairs, cock in hand, to get 
iton with Bruno. Pierre rims Lucien 
in some very intimate tight closeups 
of Lucien’s delectable asslips, and 
the camera cuts back and forth be- 
tween the two couples. Elyes fucks 
Bruno, captured in some torrid un- 
derneath shots in Cadinot’s inim- 
itable style, and Pierre beats off 
while sucking Lucien’s cock and 
finger-fucking his ass at the same 
time. 

Bruno climaxes in a gushing 
ejaculation and Elyes drops another 
big load as Pierre and Lucien finally 
gratify each other. Lucien comes in 
Pierre’s mouth, with great blobs of 
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semen dripping off his chin, and 
Pierre masturbates to climax, squirt- 
ing his load in Lucien’s mouth. A 
very steamy finale, although | am 
not convinced that Lucien’s cum 
cascading out of Pierre’s mouth is 
genuine. Too white, not sticky 
enough. But the effect is hot. 

The four studs are cheated of the 
afterglow of sex by the sound of a 
door opening on another floor. A 
portly matron with a bag of trash 
comes out of her apartment and 
looks down the stairwell to see what 
all the noise is about. The guys hur- 
riedly pull on their clothes and flee. 

Of this foursome only Elyes Ar- 
dini is circumcised. Pierre Tanguy 
has a magnificent slab of uncut 
meat that anyone could be proud of. 
Bruno’s down-curved penis is equal- 
ly beautiful. | do not usually wax 
ecstatic over assholes, but | have to 
tell you that Lucien Malard’s wide, 
tawny asslips are the most beautiful 
I’ve seen recently. Absolutely hair- 
less, and he doesn’t look shaved, 
either. 

In the second half of Dream Boys 
2, entitled “Crash Toujours” (1989), 
Cadinot explores interracial sex on 
a French army base. The action 
takes place in the infirmary, where 
two white medics, Elyes Ardini and 
Paul Chaval, are giving physicals. 
Benjamin Real, the black subject of 
the first episode, comes into the ex- 
amining room and strips off his 
camouflage fatigues so the medics 
can record his “vital statistics.” Paul 
takes his sexual measurements and 
records, “Longueur en repos, 20 
cm, Longueur en erection— Tour 
de couilles (‘‘balls” to non-French 
speakers), 4.5 cm.” For obvious 
reasons, Paul finds it desirable to 
hold Benjamin’s cock and balls 
while listening to his chest with a 
stethoscope as Elyes looks on lust- 
fully. Paul’s talented mouth coaxes 
Benjamin’s already lengthening 
penis to erection, which abruptly 
finds its way up Paul's ass. Paul 
resumes sucking Benjamin’s huge 
ebony rod as Elyes works up a hard- 
on and then lubricates a couple of 
dildos to probe Paul's asshole as he 
sucks Benjamin. 

Elyes then uses his own dick to 


replace the dildos. Elyes fucks Paul ,, 


with his special style, slowly 
withdrawing all the way and then 
slamming in deep followed b 
several quick strokes, while Paul 
continues sucking Benjamin. Ben- 
jamin drops his load between Paul’s 
shoulder blades and Paul mastur- 
bates to climax with Elyes’ cock up 
his ass. Elyes pulls out and wets 
Paul’s back with cum. Benjamin 
dresses and leaves the exhausted 
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SOURCES 


Steve Johnson (director), Close-Up Productions; 1991, 60 minutes; cast: 
Grant King, Chris Stone (listed as Bobby Vega), Serge Caravaggio. Released 
as CV-1010 by: Close-Up Productions, Box 691658, West Hollywood, CA 
90069. Brochure available, signed statement of age required. 


CAPTIVE MEN III 


DREAM BOYS 2 


Jean-Daniel Cadinot (director), 1991, 60 minutes; cast: “Escalier de Service”: 
Elyes Ardini, Pierre Tanguy, Lucien Malard, Bruno de Walberg; “Cash 
Toujours”: Elyes Ardini, Paul Chaval, Kris Romi, Paolo Paozzi, Pascal Lan- 
cien, Patrick Berger. Released by: Avalon Video. 


medics sprawled naked on the ex- 
amining tables. 

Pascal Lancien, dressed in O.D. 
uniform, enters to find the naked 
pair and quickly sheds his uniform. 
He feels up Paul on the examining 
table and Paul revives enough to 
give Elyes head. Pascal fucks Paul 
in some memorable underneath 
shots of his jet black scrotum and 
cock as he pounds Paul's pale ass. 
Paul jacks off to climax as Pascal 
fucks him, and then Pascal ejacu- 
lates in ten incredible rapid-fire 
spurts followed by several final drib- 
bles. Fantastic! Then Elyes fucks 
Paul as Pascal sucks his cock. Paul 
sucks Pascal in some memorable 
footage of Pascal’s monster dick. 
The underneath shots of Pascal 
playing with Elyes’ balls as Elyes 
fucks Paul are very exciting, but 
these guys are probably fucked out 
so we see no Climax, and Pascal 
leaves. 

In the next episode the interracial 
combination is reversed. The medic 
is black Kris Romi, who checks over 
Paolo Paozzi, a Sylvester Stallone 
lookalike. After weighing Paolo, Kris 
checks his asshole and balls and 
then orders him to lie spread-eagled 
on an examination table. Kris uses 
a hose and rubber bulb full of water 
to irrigate Paolo’s interior. When 
Kris orders Paolo to squirt the water 
out of his ass, he obliges by produc- 
ing some mind-boggling jets from 
his clenched pucker. As Paolo 
squirts the water filling his ass, Kris 
opens his medical smock and 
manually coaxes his penis to full 
erection. Paolo briefly sits on Kris’ 
lap with his stiff black cock prodding 
his balls and then turns around and 
kneels on the table so Kris can fuck 
him doggie-fashion. The under- 
neath shots of Kris’ dark chocolate 
cock and pale balls as he reams 
Paolo’s pale ass are fantastic. Kris 
massages his curved cock to climax 
as he gropes Paolo’s ass, and 
Paolo pumps his cock until he drops 
his load on his belly. 

Kris dresses, finds a dildo for 
Paolo to amuse himself with, and 
leaves. Paolo loses no time in prob- 
ing between his buns with his toys, 


unaware that his shadow on the 
opaque glass door is clearly visible 
in the waiting room. Waiting his 
turn, ahandsome, cafe-au-lait 
Patrick Berger sees the action and 
gets so excited he takes his cock 
out of his fatigues and jacks it to 
majestic erection. He’s so horny he 
can’t stand it, so he goes into the ex- 
amination room and joins Paolo. 
Paolo finds Patrick’s stiff chocolate 
bar irresistible and gives it a quick 
suck before turning him around to 
savor the chocolate bon-bon be- 
tween his buns. After lubricating it 
with his tongue, Paolo probes its 
depths with a big dildo. During their 
play, Elyes returns and helps Paolo 
use the dildo on Patrick. Kris goes 
down on Elyes, Paul jacks Patrick’s 
dick, and then sucks it. Low camera 
angles of Patrick and Elyes jacking 
off, and then of Paolo giving Patrick 
head create some exciting images. 
Then Patrick fucks Paolo, thrusting 
into him all the way to his balls. 
Elyes then fucks Patrick, masturbat- 
ing to climax as Elyes slams into 
him. Patrick ejaculates just as 
Elyes’ cock pops out of his ass and 
Elyes brings himself to climax in a 
hot finale. 

Although this is lightweight, evi- 
dently low-budget Cadinot, the 
everyday setting in an apartment 
staircase, the contrasting light and 
dark bodies, the adept camera 
work, and the enthusiastic, spon- 
taneous sex, combine to produce a 
video worth repeated viewing. 

The performers in Dream Boys 2 
are without exception nice to look 
at, and some are downright beauti- 
ful. The video is full of exciting 
erotic imagery that reveals the 
beauty and variety of male sex 
anatomy. Benjamin, Kris, Pascal 
and Patrick support the old myth 
that Africans are more heavily hung 
than whites. All four of those dusky 
dicks are mammoth slabs of man- 
meat, and each has its own special 
fascination. Don’t miss Pascal's 
dusky pink cockhead with its choco- 
late tip. Neither Elyes, Paul nor 
Paolo are especially well hung in 
comparison with the four blacks, but 
(continued on page 96) 


Esch issue, Uncut will publish cur- 
rent information on organizations 
and events catering to the uncut 
man. If your group would like to be 
listed, or if you are planning an up- 
coming event, let us know. 


INTERNATIONAL 

COPAC (Coalition of People 
Against Circumcision) is the official 
new name of “Men’s Right Interna- 
tional.” The name may have 
changed, but this is still an organiza- 
tion of men who feel circumcision 
violates their personal rights. They 
are now joined by women who also 
feel circumcision is a violation, as 
well as by the members of a victim’s 
rights organization. COPAC is plan- 
ning a legal challenge to circum- 
cision in Canada based on the 
Security of the Person clause of the 
Canadian constitution. The or- 
ganization is interested in network- 
ing with interested individuals and 
organizations. Write to: COPAC, 
Box 2217, Station C., Downsview, 
Ontario, Canada M8N 2S9. 


SKINS is a fanzine with free ads for 
uncut men who also like to walk on 
the kinky side. Information and a 
free ad coupon are available by 
sending a stamped, self-addressed 
long envelope and statement of age 
(very important!) to: CB&V, Box 
97694, Las Vegas, NV 89193. A 
sample copy of the current issue 
sent by First Class in the USA (plus 
a free ad coupon) can be had for 
$4. (Outside the USA: $6.) 


UNCIRC is the new name for Jim 
Bigelow’s organization (previously 
called BUFF), which has recently 
revised and updated its material 
covering all phases of non-surgical 
foreskin restoration by stretching. 
To receive the revised initial instruc- 
tion packet, send a one-time fee of 
$2 to cover printing and handling, 
and a self-addressed, stamped, 
long envelope with .75 postage (ini- 
tial info pack runs 17 pages) to: Jim 
Bigelow, 315 Congress Avenue, 
Pacific Grove, CA 93950, 

RECAP (RECover A Penis) is a 
foreskin restoration support group. 


Get emotional support and help on 
using the UNCIRC stretching 
methods for restoring your foreskin. 
Many have and are having great 
success with this method. Learn 
how to start your own local group. 
RECAP meets the first Sunday of 
each month in San Francisco. 
RECAP SOUTHBAY meets on the 
second Sunday in San Jose. Write: 
RECAP, c/o R. Wayne Griffiths, 
3205 Northwood Dr., Suite 209, 
Concord, CA 94520. For informa- 
tion, send $2. Call 510-827-4077 to 
talk to Wayne or leave address and 
phone number with message on the 
recorder. 


NATIONAL 

(Note: The following three organiza- 
tions are not gay but are sensitive 
and receptive to gays.) 

NOCIRC is the National Organiza- 
tion of Circumcision Information 
Resource Center. And that’s saying 
a mouthful! However, this academic- 
sounding organ is really action- 
oriented! They are the 
clearing-house for information on 
just about every aspect of circum- 
cision and its effects. For informa- 
tion, send $2 and a long, 
self-addressed, stamped envelope 
to: NOCIRC, Box 2512, San Ansel- 
mo, CA 94979. 


NOCIRC-NEW JERSEY is an offi- 
cial center of NOCIRC, and publish- 
es a guide to activism for people 
who want to speak out against cir- 
cumcision in America. Send $3 for a 
copy of the guide to: NOCIRC-NJ, 
P.O. Box 562, Lakehurst, NJ 08733- 
0562. 


REMAIN INTACT ORGANIZATION 
is the information arm of Rev. Rus- 
sell Zangger, who sends out tons of 
printed material with religious argu- 
ments against circumcision. Some 
of Rev. Zangger’s mailing en- 
velopes might make your local post- 
al carrier squeamish (like the one 
we received with a drawing of a 
baby bleeding and screaming from 
his neo-natal circ), but if you like 
passionate protest, by all means get 
on the good preacher’s mailing list. 
We've been on it for years and 


A GUIDE TO CLUBS & SERVICES 


RGANS 


we’ve never been soliticed for 
funds. However, we suggest you in- 
clude some postage with a short 
note asking for a copy of his 
brochure, “The New Covenant.” 
Send your request to: Remain Intact 
Organization, R.R. 2, Box 86, 
Larchwood, IA 51241. 


CALIFORNIA 

SF UNCUT JO CLUB has gather- 
ings for members and guests twice 
a month. For information, contact: 
Jerry Jansen, 249 Capp St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110. 


UNCUT CLUB OF LA hosts pool 
parties, has a Palm Springs outing, 
monthly gatherings, etc. A newslet- 
ter and contact directory is publish- 
ed for members. For information, 
send a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope to: Club, Box 2842, Los An- 
geles, CA 90078. 


STUDS COMPUTER BULLETIN 
BOARD (BBS) is the first computer 
bulletin board especially for uncut 
men. It features sizzling color 
graphic files of uncut men and 
users of the system, tantalizing 
stories, fun and helpful software 
programs and games. Members 
may engage in electronic conferen- 
ces on a variety of topics and send 
messages both public and private to 
other members. Although the sys- 
tem is located in San Francisco, the 
system receives between 200 and 
300 calls per day from members lo- 
cated all over the world. Features in- 
clude MATCHMAKER, a program 
that provides potential matches be- 
tween members for sexual com- 
patibility and interest and for finding 
friends and companions with similar 
interests. A special area is YOUNG 
& UNCUT, designed for men be- 
tween the ages of 18 and 35, to pro- 
vide peer support and discuss 
issues specific to their situation. 
The system is operational 7 days a 
week, 24 hours a day. All you need 
to connect to the system is a PC or 
MAC and a modem connected to 
your telephone line. The system 
supports modem speeds from 300 
to 19,200 baud. Dial the main num- 
ber, 415-495-2929, then follow the 
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instructions once your computer 
connects. (A note to the non-com- 
puter reader, this is not a voice line, 
but requires a computer and 
modem to connect). 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
AMICUS (American Men who are In- 
tact Celebrate Uncut Skins) is 
certainly a mouthful! This is a club 
for the uncut as well as the 
reconstructed man. If you have a 
foreskin and wish to share your 
good fortune with other natural 
males, special events are held 
during the year—in the buff! For 
more information, write to: Tom 
Witt, 455 Kimberly Ct., Mechanics- 
ville, MD 20659. Call 301-884-8252. 


FLORIDA 

USA-CENTRAL FLORIDA is dedi- 
cated to the interests and well-being 
of uncircumcised men and their ad- 
mirers. We are a social group which 
meets occasionally to share ideas 
and experiences. We have a mem- 
bership roster which is updated 
quarterly. Information and a mem- 
bership application can be obtained 
by sending a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope to: Bryan P. 
Hooper, Box 7464, St. Petersburg, 
FL 33734. 


NEW YORK 

USA-NY is now in its sixth year with 
about 200 members and an ongo- 
ing calendar of activities each 
month. USA-NY welcomes all inter- 
ested males, 18-45, who have fore- 
skin (or who like them). Every 
month sees a number of activities 
on the club calendar. Special 
events include “uncut only” parties. 
The club has a regular newsletter. 
You can call Gene at (212) 777- 
4208 or you can write for informa- 
tion: USA-NY, Box 1052, New York, 
NY 10156-0604. Include a stamped, 
self-addressed envelope when you 
request membership information. 


Note: If you write to an organization 
and your letter is returned or you do 
not hear from them in a reasonable 
amount of time (perhaps 30 days), 
please let us know. Sometimes we 
are the last to find out when 
organizations cease to operate. 


CONDOMS 
WORK! 
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Elyes and Paul both have shape- 
ly fat cocks that rise to every oc- 
casion. All but Elyes and Paolo are 
uncut, and the uncircumcised mem- 
bers treat us to some nice foreskin 
action. 

Dream Boys 2 has many 
memorable images: Pierre 
Tanguy’s and Lucien Malard’s 
tongues dancing together as Pierre 
strokes both their cocks, shaft to 
shaft. Bruno de Walberg’s heart- 
breaking, classic beauty. Under- 
neath views of Pierre’s cock and 
balls as he fucks Lucien’s face. 
Lucien’s tawny asslips as Pierre 
rims him. Elyes’ intense moment of 
climax. Underneath shots as Elyes’ 
deep, full-length thrusts slam into 
Paul’s ass. Pascal Lancien’s ebony 
shaft and jet-black hairy scrotum as 
he reams Paul Chaval’s ass. Paul’s 
hairless crotch as he climaxes. 
Pascal’s multi-spurt ejaculation as 
his cockhead slides in and out of his 
foreskin. Paul's lips and tongue 
savoring Pascal's monumental dick. 
Kris Romi’s black hands roaming 
sensuously over Paolo Paozzi’s 
ivory torso. Kris’s pale balls and 
chocolate shaft sliding in and out of 
Paolo’s pale ass. Paolo devouring 
Patrick’s penis. Patrick plowing 
Paolo’s ass. Elyes’ quick rabbit 
strokes fucking Patrick’s ass as 
Patrick pumps his cock to climax. 

As always with Cadinot, photog- 
raphy and lighting are impeccable. 
His camera is invariably on target 
and in sharp focus, and his images 
are always perfectly composed for 
maximum esthetic impact. 

There is no dialogue in the first 
half of Dream Boys 2. The audio 
track consists only of the sounds of 
sex and the admirable musical ac- 
companiment of Myriam Zadek. The 
second part has clearly recorded 
French dialogue but no subtitles, 
the muted sounds of close-order 
drill in the parade ground outside, 
the actors’ heavy breathing and ap- 
preciative groans, and some back- 
ground music that may or may not 
be by Myriam Zadek. A music credit 
is lacking for this part, and some of 
the music sounds suspiciously like 
Bach. Whatever the case, the 
sound track is entirely appropriate 
and well-recorded. It might have 
been interesting to know what the 
medics’ French conversation said, 
but subtitles are hardly essential for 
enjoying this video. Sex speaks a 
universal language. 

—Peter Leko 
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practical book of 


DECIRCUMCISION 


How To Restore 
Foreskin 


Using the B.U.F.F. 
method of 
interpreputial 
stretching with 
Foreskin 
Restoration Cones 


$14.95 plus $2.00 
shipping and 
handling 


Seeond Skin 


Foreskin Restoration Cones 


Gary M. Griffin, ABA 


Most reliable, proven method of non-surgical stretching. 
Made of non-allergenic, FDA-approved elastomers. 
Easy-to-use instructions. Your choice of black, amber, 


of weighted models. $34.95 (per set of three) plus 
$5.00 shipping and handling. 


Both available from SECOND SKIN, 

1335 Kentucky Street, Dept. 6-A 

New Orleans, LA 70117. 

VISA/MC/Discover/ AmEx accepted. Include name, 
address, zip, phone, credit card exp. date, and 
Signature. (checks allow 2 weeks delivery). 
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Please add my name to your mailing list. 
Please change my address. 

Call toll free 1-800-835-2246, ext. 192, 
or fill in the coupon below: 


PRESENT ADDRESS: 

Attach an address label from your 
magazine, or print your name and ad- 
dress exactly as shown on the label. 


Please notify us at least eight weeks 
prior to moving. 


NAME: 
ADDRESS: 
CIEY: 


STATE: 


NEW ADDRESS: 
ADDRESS: 

CITY: 

STATE: ZIP: 


Kindly mail this form to: 


Jiffy Fulfillment, Inc. 
462 Broadway 

Suite 4000 

New York, NY 10013 
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There is no cure for HIV. But there is an expanding array of 
treatment options. The AIDS/HIV Treatment Directory, published by the 
American Foundation for AIDS Research (AmFAR) is a “user-friendly” guide 
to the full range of approved and experimental treatments, presented in a 
dear but comprehensive format for people with HIV disease and their 
primary-care physicians. 

A paid subscription to the Directory is the best way to guarantee 
receiving this vital information regularly. A subscription is also an ideal way 
to support the important, on-going efforts of AmFAR to raise desperately 


Options 
You Can 
live With 


needed funds to underwrite research and education about HIV disease. A one- 
year subscription (4 issues) is only $30.00. To subscribe, or to make a 
contribution, send your check to AmFAR. 

Your options may be greater than you think. 


Ah» 


People with HIV disease who cannot afford a paid subscription may obtain a complimentary 
copy by calling the National AIDS Information Clearinghouse at 1*800+458+5231. 


American Foundation for AIDS Research 
1515 Broadway, New York, NY 10036 
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